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MOD RULE 


Richard Allen 


CHAPTER ONE 


'WHERE'S me socks?' 


Lottie lifted her head from the wash-basin, water 
streaming from 
her freshly shampooed hair. 'Where do you think?' she 
Snapped. 
Wrapping a towel round her head, she glared at the boy. 


Joe didn't flinch under his mother's stare. Although he was 
only a 
month short of his thirteenth birthday he was tall and 
looked like an 
athletic eighteen-year-old. An arrogance approaching 
dismissal flitted 
across his features and his grey eyes flashed briefly. Then, 
with a 
contemptuous short, he hurried from the bathroom. 


Just like his’. . . Lottie began to think, quickly trying to blot 
out 
father and Joe Hawkins. 


God, why can’t I forget? Lottie kept having mental flashes 
of 
Kidderminster, of herself as a young woman, of Hawkins... 


She'd been Lottie Newman then. And Joe had been on the 
run. 
More than thirteen years ago it was and it seemed she'd 
lived through a 
dozen, nightmarish lifetimes since. 


The sound of raised, voices shattered her thoughts. She 
went to the 
head of thé stairs and listened. ' She heard her husband's 
angry shouts 
then her son's demanding insistence. Irritated, she almost 
tripped over 
a loose stair-rod as she raced down to try to stop the 
seemingly 
never-ending dissent. 


Victor Watson turned on his wife the second she entered 
the tiny 
kitchen. 'Bleedin' socks next,' he snarled. 'What's with him? 
Can't he 
keep track of anything?’ 


Lottie sank into a rocking chair. It was her one luxury in the 
cramped room that seemed to hold her prisoner from dawn 
till dusk. A 
birthday gift from Victor. A do-it-yourself effort which had 
taken six 
frustrating months to assemble. 


‘He's nicked me socks,’ young Joe complained, pointing. 


‘They are not yours,’ Lottie replied, looking at the tartan 
patterned 
stockings Victor was wearing. 'Yours have green on them!’ 


‘Where's mine, then?' Joe sounded vicious. 


‘| don't bloody know or care,' Lottie said. A drop of water 
ran over 
her forehead, down her nose and fell into the opening of her 
dressing-gown. She felt it trickle the length of her chest 
before settling 
in the fat folds of her middle. It made her furious... . She 
was sure that 
this constant bickering was turning her into an uncaring, 


going-to-seed 


housewife. 

Joe hurled past Victor and rushed out. Lottie sighed and 
Slowly got 
to her feet. 'I'm sick of it,’ she told her husband. 'I've had 
enough, Vic. 


Can’t you two make an effort to get along?’ 


‘For God's sake, don't blame me,' he snapped. 'He's 
something from 
a horror film ... a bleedin’ monster!’ 


‘Oh, God...’ 


‘I'm sorry, Lottie, | really am!' He placed an arm around 
her. His 
eyes softened, his face etched in concern. 'I've tried. I've 
really tried! 
When we got married | swore to treat him as my own but -' 


‘| understand,' Lottie looked upwards in despair. ‘It's as if - ' 
She 
broke off suddenly, forced to take a deep breath to subdue a 
lump 
forming inside... 


'As if that bastard Hawkins had come back from the 
grave!' Victor 
Said. 


Lottie nodded silently. 
'I often hope his plane crashed where cannibals roamed. ' 


Lottie got to her knees and picked up a sliver of eggshell 
from the 
floor. 'That's a horrid thing to say! 


'Yes!' he agreed, but his eyes hardened in imaginary 
anticipation of 
a joyous feast. 


‘You've always had this living with you,' Lottie told him. 
‘Every bloody day... and night!’ 

‘Especially the nights?’ 

‘Not especially, but frequently,’ he allowed. 


‘Whatever happened to those promises and talk about 
love's 
conquest of all problems?’ 


Victor leaned back against the kitchen sink and gazed 
across the 
Small room at a poster stuck on the opposite wall. It showed 
a green 
dragon with a thatch of rose-pink hair, and the same pink 
tipping a 
powerful tail. Pete's Dragon no less. Straight from a Disney 
display. 
He wished he had a tame dragon to do his bidding and set 
fire to Joe. 
Or, better still, swallow the little 


Tm waiting,’ Lottie said in exasperation, hands on hips. 


‘Okay, I'll tell you. I've kept my promises. I've made a 
home for 
him and worked my arse to the cheek bones. He hasn't 
wanted for a 
damned thing - but was it all enough? Oh, no! Not a bloody 
bit! That 
sod doesn't know the meaning of gratitude. I'm his father, 
his only 
father as far as he's concerned. A smile, a single "thanks" 
like other 
kids his age would be enough. Not from Joe, though! 
Nothing but shit 
and aggro... 


Lottie agreed but said nothing. Joe was a swine.' A selfish, 
lazy, 
uncooperative layabout and a hard-nut, too. Oh, he could 
burst with 
energy outside. Could make his mates look up to him and 
the girls 
drool... 

‘| said | loved you, Lottie,’ Victor continued, eyes fixed on 
the 
dragon's hair-piece. 'I still do, you know. But love can't deny 
facts. 
Can't bloody make me less aware of what happened. ' 


‘More so when... ?' 


‘Christ, yes, if you must have it said!1 he shouted. 


‘What said?' Joe pushed the kitchen door open and 
brazenly faced 
Victor. 


‘None of your business!’ 


‘Are you going out?' Lottie asked quickly to prevent 
another set-to. 


'Yeah.' Joe grabbed the remains of a ham sandwich from 


the table 
and swung about-face. 


'Where to?' 
‘Dunno. ' 


‘Speak to your mother - ' Victor started to say, but Lottie 
gestured 
him to stop. 


Joe grinned and marched from the kitchen. The slam of the 
street 
door heralded his departure: A typical noise in his wake. 


‘One of these days - wham!' Victor snarled. 

‘He's bigger'n you,' Lottie reminded with a wry grin. 
'He is a big kid,’ Victor admitted ruefully. 'Was his. ..?' 
‘That's the first time you've openly asked questions.’ 
‘Question,’ Victor said. 'One question about height!’ 


‘Let's see,’ Lottie answered, ignoring his correction. ‘Joe's 
about five! 


‘Our Joe?’ 
Her eyes flamed. 'Of course!’ 
‘Just making sure,' her husband soothed. 


‘Our Joe's about five-ten,' Lottie said acidly. ‘Joe, his father, 
must 
have been six-plus something.’ 


'A big bastard!’ 


‘Height isn't everything, Vic,' Lottie smiled and extended a 
hand. 


Victor took her hand, squeezed it tenderly. He liked the feel 
of her 
Skin. Her flesh. He drew her closer. This was his day off and 
he didn't 
much look forward to getting the lawnmower out. Anyway, 
after 
suffering Joe's antics and the inevitable break in what was 
for the best 
part a relatively pleasing association, it helped to relax and 
fondle her. 
To suggest an extra romp between the sheets. Or on top of 
the covers. 
Even right here in the kitchen. 


‘You've got that bloody idea again,' Lottie hissed without 
malice. 


‘Can't you?’ 
‘No, | can't!’ 
‘It isn’t any different from doing it on a chair!’ 


"And since when have | let that happen?’ she asked, lips 
ripe. 
‘Too long ago,' he whispered, kissing her deeply. 


Lottie responded eagerly. She wore a pair of briefs beneath 
her 
robe. So what if her hair was still slightly wet. What if she 
had the 
shopping to get and a pile of ironing in the linen cupboard. 
She 
genuinely adored letting Victor have his way. Have him 
suggest 
variations on the best-loved theme. Not that she always 
went along 
with some of his more fanciful notions. She knew he read 
magazines 
devoted to the art of physical gymnastics. And, like him, she 
marvelled 
at some of the positions men and women got into for the 
sake of 
pleasure. A few off-beat ways appealed. Not on the kitchen 
table, 
though. That was out. She didn't want to be eating a meal 
and find 
herself visualising some frenetic climax. 


"Take them off,' she said. 


He opened her robe and slipped her briefs down. He stood 
back and 
studied her body. Unthinkingly, he said: 'You're on a diet, 
starting 
tomorrow!’ 


She whipped the robe about her. 

‘| didn’t -' 

But the mood had gone. She was far too young to be 
getting a spare 
tyre round her middle, to see thighs that had once been so 
firm and 
warmly cool to a man's touch spreading into fat. 


‘Crissakes, Lottie - come here!’ 
‘No! I'm disgusted with myself. | couldn't, not now! 


'No?' Deliberately, he unbuttoned his shirt and unzipped 
his 
trousers. In less than ten seconds he was naked. Totally so. 
Andina 
state of some arousal. 


Her eyes feasted on him. 
‘Now?' he asked tightly. 


Her robe fell apart and she whimpered into submission. 
The hell 
with rows and Joe's behaviour. To blazes with the shopping - 
and her 
fat. What she'd seen could not be denied. She hoped that 
the exercise 
would sweat off a few, pounds 


Less than a mile away, Joe Watson lounged outside a small 
tobacconist's shop. One of his mates was inside trying to 
wheedle the 
owner to sell him some fags. Joe did not smoke yet. He'd 
sampled 
cigarettes several times simply because the packets had 
that 
government warning. Naturally, anything he was supposed 
to do failed 
to appeal. He enjoyed breaking the law. There was this 


vicarious thrill 
in doing wrong. 


‘Bleeding bastard!’ Ernie Mcllroy scowled and beat to re-tie 
a loose 
shoelace. 


Joe ignored the comment. 'Come on.' He began to walk 
away, 
already taking command. 


Ernie glared at Joe's broad, retreating back. Like most of 
the kids in 
their crowd he partly - but only partly - accepted Joe's 
leadership. He 
did not relish being told what to do, where to do it, or when 
to do it bya 
mere thirteen-year-old. But Ernie stood five foot five. He 
weighed at 
least a stone and a half less than Joe. Once, and only once, 
he had 
insisted on making his personal point of view known and 
had been 
knocked down to size by the ever-ready-for-aggro Joe. Now, 
with 
reluctance, he finished tying his lace and meekly followed. 
‘My old man's a dead loss,' Joe mused aloud as they 
approached a 
shopping centre. 'If | had the bread I'd leave home!’ 


Ernie, started to laugh, but saw Joe was serious and lapsed 
into 
silence. 

‘Trouble with you is you haven't got guts,' Joe mentioned. 


‘It's got nothin’ to do with guts. What can a schoolboy do 
away 
from home?' 


‘I'm not a bleedin’ schoolboy, mate!’ 


‘Since when?' Ernie didn't move as a woman carrying two 
plastic 
bags struggled from a supermarket. He merely glanced at 
her and 
shoved past. 


Joe jammed his hands in his pockets. 'Mate, | don't give a 
shit 
about school! Christ | hardly ever go!’ He burst out laughing 
and 
tapped his companion's shoulder. 'You should've seen 
bleedin’ Frosty 
when I barged into woodwork. ' 


‘| thought you hated woodwork,’ Ernie said. 
‘Not when I was able to nick some tools!’ 
‘They'll rumble you. ' 


Joe smiled. 'No chance. I flog them to Sheena.’ His eyes 
caught a 
whirl of skirts. He nudged Ernie and they both paused to 
contemplate 
the running girl. She was about twenty, raven-haired and 
slender. She 
wore a voluminous calf-length skirt which was whipping up 
over 
shapely thighs, a sweater which moved excitingly to the 
bounce of her 
breasts. 


‘Cor!' Ernie breathed heavily. 


For his age, Joe knew just about everything necessary to 
vocalise 
with older blokes such as Ernie. Especially on the subject of 
girls and 
what a guy did to them. 'She'd be fantastic with her legs 


over me 
shoulder,’ Joe said. 


Ernie shrugged. He didn't honestly believe that Joe had 
ever hada 
girl. Yet - there was no telling where his mate was 
concerned. For 
himself, sex had started a year ago, on his fifteenth 
birthday: a not so 
pleasurable event. But one which had matured and become 
a now 
in-thing of considerable joy. 


The girl vanished in a crowd. 


A leather jacket on an easy-rider bike roared through the 
busy 
traffic. Joe scowled. 'Bleedin' bikers!’ 


Ernie licked his lips. 'Wouldn't it be a bloody gas to do 
‘em?’ 


‘We will!’ Joe promised. He recalled some of the yams his 
father 
told. Although he couldn't stand the old man, he had to 
admit to 
himself that Victor Watson wasn't a slouch. Anybody who'd 
tackled the 
bikers during the Hell's Angels era and come out of the 
battle without 
so much as a broken arm or a cracked skull had to have 
something 
going for him in the aggro stakes. 


And, as he kept thinking and walking, Joe was following in 
his 
dad's footsteps. He, too, was a Mod. A snazzy dresser. A 
gear-mad, 
disco-loving today's kid. 


‘If you lay on something,' Ernie said, 'you'll be a bleedin’ 
hero!' 


‘The hell with being a hero,' Joe snapped. ‘All I want is to 
put the 
boot into those bastards! 


CHAPTER TWO 


DAVID Snow checked his inventory with increasing 
annoyance. 
He knew that certain kids made a habit of "borrowing" tools 
from the 
school. Mostly, these items reappeared after a decent 
interval, but the 
current shortages were more than casual borrowing. He 
strongly 
suspected theft. And one name came into his head without 
a moment's 
hesitation - Joe Watson. 


Finishing his check, Snow went to the headmaster's office. 
It was 
his intention to request that the police be called. He didn't 
see why 
Watson should get away with stealing. 


Exactly fifteen minutes later, he emerged from the office in 
a 
temper. He had been overruled. And not for the first time 
either. 


How he deplored soft headmasters. His last school had 
been worse, 
admittedly. The head there never believed in chastising a 
child. This 
one barked but the bite was always missing, and obviously 
the kids took 
advantage. 


From his classroom window, Snow looked down into the 
yard. 
Boys and girls played - or did what went for play these days. 
He sawa 
boy of no more than eight groping a girl of similar age. He 
noticed a 
gang of five twelve-year-olds surround a bespectacled lad 
and watched 
as money changed hands. 


‘School Mafia!' he shouted and charged from the 
classroom. Even 
as he raced down the wide stairs to the yard he realised the 
hopelessness of his quest. The boy who had been bullied 
into forking 
over his pocket money wouldn't split. The others, already 
hardened 
criminals in his mind, certainly wouldn't yield. He could 
practically 
hear their all-so-innocent denials already. 


Joe Watson spotted Frosty and recognised trouble. Luckily, 
he 
wasn't doing anything wrong. Not that he actually gave a 
damn. 
Snow, nicknamed Frosty, didn't frighten him! No one scared 
Joe. And 
that included his mother and father. 


‘He's at it again!' Stuart Machin said to Joe. 


Joe had an idea. 'Keep him here!' he ordered and ran for 
the school 
entrance. 


It took the length of one of Snow's lectures to whip into his 
woodworking classroom, select a power-drill and set of 
chisels, wrap 
them in his lightweight jacket and escape down the rear 


Stairs. From 

the comer of the caretaker's small house with its narrow 
gate leading to 

the street, Joe could see Frosty still heatedly berating the 
bully-boys. He 

giggled as he strode away with his finds. 


Sheena Odick examined Joe's haul and cluck-clucked. 
‘Three quid,’ 
she finally said. 


‘Bleedin' five,' Joe retorted. 


Sheena was old. At /east forty-one. She owned a 
secondhand shop 
and had connections in Birmingham and the Big Smoke. She 
was a 
devious woman addicted to rolling her own fags, drinking 
stout and 
Swearing like a docker. She wheeled and dealt in stolen 
merchandise 
with an abandon that meant a pay-off to the local fuzz. 
‘Fuck off!' she 
barked and pushed the items across a dirty desk at Joe. 


The language didn't shock Joe. He'd heard worse, used 
strong oaths 
most of his young life. And he knew Sheena's game, too. He 
didn't 
touch the chisels. He did grab the drill and said: 'Three quid 
for 'em. 
I'll keep this!’ 


'Four, then - and that's me final offer!' 


Joe considered. Four would buy next to nothing in Reggae 
Rags, 
but he couldn't risk getting stuck with the loot, either. He 


made it 
appear as if he were losing a bundle on the deal. ‘Christ, | 
paid -' 

‘You paid?’ The honeyed way Sheena asked the question 
made Joe 
not want to argue or get trapped. 


‘Four!' he agreed and Sheena handed over four well 
circulated notes. 


Joe left the disorderly shop and grinned widely. Good old 
Frosty! 
It was a shame, really. He wished some of the other 
teachers were as 
conscientious. It would be relatively easy to organise play- 
yard bovver. 
All that chemical apparatus and expensive gear they used 
for the 
science nuts. There was a bundle to be earned from the 
metalwork 
shop, too. Not to mention electrical appliances in the 
domestic section. 
God, a bloke could get rich in a hurry! 


Whistling, Joe strode down the High Street to Reggae Rags 


x KOK 


Lottie came out of Boots and began to count her small 
change. If 
prices continued to soar she could hear Victor ordering her 
to finda 
less expensive brand of perfume. Not that she bought the 
best. No 
way. She often felt jealousy rear its so-called ugly head as 
her nose told 
her that a neighbour was blowing the housekeeping cash on 


some 
exclusive product being touted on the radio. 


As she dropped the coins into her purse, she glanced 
across the 
street to see Joe dodging through the afternoon shoppers. 
She was 
tempted to follow him, but gave up the notion. She knew he 
habitually 
played truant. She suspected the little bastard of a million 
crimes. 


Little? Forgetting Joe's activities she smiled inwardly. Little 
was 
hardly an apt description for her son. She, fortunately, had a 
mother's 
knowledge of his true age. A stranger, on the other hand, 
would be 
sorely put out to discover that the boy was less than 
seventeen. Or, 
maybe, eighteen. He certainly looked that old. Acted older 
in many 
ways. And Joe's actions were a constant worry. The curse of 
the father. 
Somehow, she could not bring herself to think of Joe 
Hawkins as .a heap 
of bleached bones entangled in the wreckage of an aircraft 
in an 
Indonesian jungle. As the mother of his bastard, she felt she 
would 
have sensed that terrible anguish which surely must rise in 
even a joe 
Hawkins' breast at the precise split-second of death's final 
embrace. 
But she had felt nothing. Known nothing until the 
newspapers carried 


the disaster story. So what, then, of Joe the elder? Could he 
be alive? 


She found a tea-room and had a quiet rest over a hot 
Cuppa. The 
agony of motherhood had taken its toll. She was nearly a 
mental 
cripple. With young Joe's angry disobedience and Victor's 
ever more 
frequent rejection of her, it was all a woman could do to 
stay sane. 


Waiting for a waitress to fetch her pot of tea and a cream 
filled 
doughnut, Lottie drifted on a cloud called memory. It was as 
if she 
were reading a book. Reading about a person having the 
Same name as 
herself - albeit maiden name. A person she knew intimately 
yet who 
remained a mere character in a paperback epic ... 


Lottie Newman lived alone with her dreams. At twenty- 
three she 
did not classify herself as one of those on-the-shelf women 
without 
hope of ever snaring a husband. She could, if she wished, 
have her 
pick from a dozen or more eligible males. Modesty, and a 
desire to be 
completely honest with herself, prevented her from calling 
the mirrored 
. image confronting her beautiful. She was pretty,, and 
shapely. That 
sufficed for a personal examination. When she decided the 
time was 


ripe for selecting a husband she would pick carefully, 
security being the 

uppermost consideration. She did not go for haying a 
handsome man 

about the house, nor one addicted to giving her a good time 
on dates. 

She preferred to know that there was money in the bank, a 
roof over her 

head which neither loan company nor mortgage society 
could ever take 

away. These things were paramount. 


She turned slightly, posturing. The green velvet dress 
held against 
her nudity did something for her blonde hair, her bright 
green eyes., It. 
also did more than something for her pert, thrusting 
breasts when 
draped round her slender figure. 


Smiling, she threw the dress aside and raced her hands 
lightly down 
her smooth flanks. She was an unabashed sensualist. At 
night, when 
reality subtly changed into erotic dreamland, she forgot 
security and 
concentrated on the pleasures of her flesh. She was nota 
prude 
although there was never any suggestion she was 
permissive, either.’ 
She had been to bed with men, enjoyed the ecstasy of 
mutually 
sponsored gratification. The Pill was a boom when the 
mood for 
intercourse filled her being with uncontrollable longing. 


Like now! 


Shaking out her long, blonde hair she swung towards the 
window. 
What she wouldn't give at that moment for a man to come 
into view 
and see her nakedness. God, l'm a perverted, bitch! she 
thought 
happily. Standing in a doorway kitty-comer from her 
window she saw 
the man Or was it boy? She bent forward, her breasts 
pressed against 
the cold glass. 


A shiver approaching orgasm flooded her loins. She 
could see those 
narrowed eyes gazing upwards, devouring her body. 


Suddenly, she retreated, ashamed. What must he think 
of her? She 
was behaving like a common prostitute advertising her 
professional 
availability. She blushed, hurriedly slipped into the velvet 
dress. The 
mood had vaporised. She was back to semi-normality ... 


What a bird! Joe Hawkins thought as he strained to catch 
another 
glimpse of that lush nudity. His situation was desperate 
yet the need for 
a woman's hands on him, the touch of silken thighs slowly 
widening, 
was every bit as strong within his mind as getting loot. 

A green dress moved across the curtained window. She 


had covered 
herself! Bitch! 


Cold, unrelenting rain fell, bouncing off the lonely street. 
The 
doorway wasn't deep enough to prevent some from 


wetting his trousers. 

He bent, tucked them inside his gum-boots. To hell with 
what these 

hick townspeople thought of a country yokel. His comfort 
was more 

important than the opinions of a few thousand idiots. 


He had never heard of Kidderminster before, never wanted 
to see it 
again. The town was dying on its feet. Empty shops and 
rubbish-littered pavements reminded him of Plaistow and 
the degree of 
poverty one found there. From the huge signs outside some 
of the 
factories he knew they made carpets here. All he could say 
to that was 
‘people are covering their floors with newspapers these 
days’. If the 
number of cars parked in the factories’ parking lots was any 
criterion 
they were working at half capacity. 


Congratulating himself on his perspicacity, Joe began to 
wonder 
about the girl. She had looked a decent sort. Not the usual 
run of 
whore. Yet, what was she doing showing her naked beauty 
and living 
in a dump like this? The house opposite was old, sadly in 
need of paint 
and new guttering. Rain splashed from the roof in cascades, 
racing 
down stained walls, flooding over a small canopy which 
barely 
managed to keep the steps dry. He could see name plates 
on the door. 
He grinned, tried to figure which room she occupied and 


darted across 
the street. 


Why not, he asked himself. Why not indeed? 


The names were written in a spidery scrawl. Mr & Mrs 
Vernon. 
Jonathan Selby. L. Newman. Mrs Brown, Caretaker. 


The girl did not strike him as a caretaker type. Nor did he 
feel she 
was a housewife. That left L. Newman. In flat 3. 


The inside stairs were creaking like crazy as he ascended. 
There 
was an unnatural quiet which bothered him. What if she 
screamed 
when he pushed into her room? He stifled a laugh. There 
had to be 
women like her, men on the run like him. The law of 
averages gave 
the desperate an advantage. He wouldn't wait for her to 
scream. He 
would place a hand over her mouth, whisper his intentions 
and see if 
she wanted what he could give. 


He was feeling bloody randy when he reached the door 
with its 
figure 3 swinging on one nail. Maybe, if she pleased him, he 
would 
bang another nail in the number to keep it straight up. 


Placing his ear to the door he listened. He heard softly 
muted 
music, the sound of feet pacing back and forth. No voices. 
Nothing to 
suggest she had a visitor. 


He knocked, ready to spring... 


Those suspense-laden seconds waiting for her to open the 
door gave 
Joe the shakes. His entire life flashed across the mental 
screen called 
memory. In his skinhead days rape had been but one of the 
vicarious 
pleasures running around with a gang allowed. During his 
period of 
employment, when he sported a Crombie overcoat and 
furled umbrella, 
getting a bird to put out for him had not always been a 
simple matter of 
dating, drinking, convincing. There had been the occasional 
physical 
takings a City gentleman would have balked at. 


But a man on the run had to be extra careful. Rape, as 
such, was 
great. Sometimes Joe figured the thrill of illicit intercourse 
more 
pleasurable than getting it laid on the line. The 'I love you 
and like 
doing this' brigade seldom -worked hard enough to satisfy 
the man. 
They believed in self first and if he pants for a minute he's 
happy. 


Should he wait? Or should he skip out before it was too 
late? He 
was debating the pro's and con's when the door vibrated, 
swung 
inwards. 'Bloody hell!' 


'Yes?' 

Joe wanted to grab her and do it there, in the dirty hall. 
His 
involuntary exclamation had been one of admiration. He 


had known 

many girls, and women, in his time but this one surpassed 
the lot. At 

close range he sensed her undecided desire to get 
acquainted, to let her 

passions run riot in his arms. Yet, too, there was an inbred 
reserve. A 

withholding that somehow contradicted her appearance. 


Lottie could not compel herself to slam the door in the 
youth's face 
and lock it securely against what was so obviously burning 
in his eyes. 
In her dreams she had been confronted by many situations 
of a similar 
nature. Men shattering her door, raping her. Men refusing 
to be put 
off by her spoken denial of the emotions rampaging 
through her loins. 


But those had been erotic dreams. This was fact. Stark, 
brutal fact 
breeding fear and indecision. Leaving her incapable of 
reaction. 


There was, in the way they stood with the thin wedge of 
door 
offering solid, if ineffectual, proof of their 'in' 'out' status, 
something 
comical, and also deadly serious, about the tense 
situation. It was as 
though each wanted the other to make the first, tentative 
overture. 


Suddenly, Joe struck. His hand shot out, clamped across 
her mouth. 
His other arm snaked round her body, pushed her into the 
room. His 


heel flicked the door shut. He v/as breathing laboriously. 
Their eyes 
clashed - hers wide with fear, his brightly intent. 


‘I'll hurt you if you scream,' he warned. 
A low, scared moan muffed against his sweating palm. 


The heat of her drove him wild. She wore nothing under 
the bloody 
dress! He could feel the velvet slide over her silken skin. 


‘You stood naked at the window,' he accused as if seeking 
justification for what was about to happen. 


Lottie wanted to cry. She struggled. Joe’s lingers hurt as 
he 
squeezed her face into puckered contortion. His breathing 
sounded, 
ragged, his voice harsh. 'Cut that out, you teasing bitch! 
You're going 
to get screwed!’ 

She fought like a madwoman. Her knee came up, missed 
its target. 
Her hands levered between them, striving to force his 
body away. 


‘You've asked for this!' Joe released his hold of her with 
unexpected;, 
suddenness. As she staggered back off-balance, his fist 
caught her jaw.; 
She slammed across the room, teetered when a divan 
buckled her legs, 
fell lengthwise along it. Her dress rode high to reveal what 
Joe had. 
been imagining down there on the rain-swept street. 


Unable to control the lust coursing vigorously through his 
veins, Joe 
quickly divested himself of damp clothing. For an instant 


he gazed 

down at the girl then, grunting, he twisted her until the 
velvet green 

dress dropped to the floor. 'I don't want her like this,’ he 
said aloud. 

He slapped her face, shook her. Having an unconscious 
woman would 

be like making love to a plastic dummy. Slowly, her eyes 
opened. 


‘Oh, God - no!' Her hand, waved weakly, warding off his 
nakedness 
rearing above her. 


The very sight of her moving flesh sent Joe into action. 
His mouth . 
bruised hers, brutally. His tongue probed the resisting 
moist opening. 
His hands sought, found, fondled her lovely breasts. 


She would never dream about he-men again, Lottie 
thought. All 
her varied experiences had not conditioned her for what 
Joe was doing. 
She had only known gentleness, mutually respected 
caresses. Not this. 
Not this animalistic self-gratification, that left her coldly 
unresponsive. 
Even when he forced her legs apart and mounted her she 
did not 
associate their coupling with sex. There was no 
heightening of 
sensation. None of the glorious pleasures she had found 
so ecstatic, so 
geographically wonderful in past copulations. This was like 
being 
separated from her body, like watching a man take some 
other woman 


in one of those horrible blue films her first boyfriend had 
insisted she 
watch with him. 


God, how she hated this beast using her. She could have 
killed him 
and considered herself doing a public service. 


Joe knew she was totally rejecting him; Not a quiver 
excited her 
flesh. She lay corpse-like, letting him piston on her coldly 
warm body 
until he could contain himself no longer. And, at the 
Supreme moment 
of his conquest, he sensed her revulsion. 


Rolling from her he laughed. ‘One day you'll regret not 
having 
enjoyed me.' 

You've had your fun, now, get the hell out of my flat!' Her 
voice 
sounded so unemotional, distant... 


Her tea was stone cold. Her eyes hurt from keeping back 
tears. 
Three times he had raped her. Not content with taking her 
flesh he had 
also nicked her bloody cash and jewellery and flat contents. 


God, how she had suffered! 


The shame of sharing her terror with the police still 
rankled. 


Why had the rotten bastard left her tied like a proverbial 
chicken? 


Joe Hawkins ... Joe Watson . . . Father-son throwbacks to 
mankind's dark, vicious past. Neither cared a damn for 
anybody. Self 
first, self last and kick the poor sod who got in the way. 


She didn't like her thoughts and paid her bill. The tea had 
certainly 
not revived flagging spirits. What she needed was a shot of 
the hardest 
stuff they manufactured in Bonnie Scotland. The amber that 
played 
Stirring, wild, warlike bagpipe music as it gurgled from the 
bottle. 
Victor had a taste for beer and usually kept a few cans in 
the fridge. 


She hesitated outside an off-licence, decided to buy her 
Supply in the 
supermarket. By God, she'd get plastered. For the first time 
in her 
almost thirty seven years she was going to be well and truly 
pissed 
before the sun reached the horizon. 


CHAPTER THREE 


THE safari suit in Collier's window appealed to him; the 
shade 
would be just perfect. Victor Watson took precisely one 
minute to study 
the suit, its cut and colour before entering the shop. 


A youngster barely a month out of school came to greet 
him. Shit, 
Victor thought. /'m not havin' this! | want an older salesman 
to look 
after me! He glanced round the store. The youngster was 
the only staff 
member available. 


‘You've got a safari suit in the window,’ Victor reluctantly 
told the 
youth. 'On sale,' he added. 

‘Yes, sir, what size?’ 

‘That, lad,’ Victor said slowly, 'is what it's all about. Got a 
measuring tape handy?’ 


The other smiled wearily. 'Yes, sir. I've worked here for 
three 
months. ' 


The bleeder's trying to make me feel inferior! 
‘Blue would look great on you, Sir.' 


Victor mellowed. It wasn't everybody who agreed with his 
choice of 
blue. Lottie didn't. Joe didn't - not that Joe's opinion counted 


for 
anything. 


The youth took his measurements with quiet efficiency. 
Victor was 
fast becoming the lad's newest convert. 


‘| wear one when I'm riding around on my scooter,' the 
salesman 
Said. 


That settled it. Victor was a confirmed scooter addict. None 
of yer 
high-powered bikes for him. He had embraced the Mod 
culture and 
would bloody die in its arms. Bikes were the shits! Long- 
haired, 
leathered gits lacking the most basic intelligence! Riff-raff. 


Coming from the shop as a Satisfied customer, parcel 
under his arm, 
Victor allowed Lottie's son one saving grace - Joe was a 
Mod, too. 
There, unfortunately, any similarities between them ended. 
Victor had 
never been a vicious, brutal, sadistic, uncaring bastard ... 


Bastard! 


So what? Joe was a bastard okay, but legally his son. That 
much he 
had done for Lottie. And for his own peace of mind. He had 
enough 
trouble without adding the name Hawkins to the total. 


A van packed with laughing, shouting teenagers slowly 
negotiated 
the awkward turn into Winchester Street. One day 
somebody would be 
killed at this corner, Victor mused. There ought to be a 


pedestrian 

crossing here! He made sure nothing else was coming along 
the High 

Street before stepping from the kerb. 


The sight of those fun-loving kids reminded him of his own 
youth. 
He'd enjoyed fresh air and the open roads to the fullest 
then. The wind 
in his hair, the noise of a sweet little engine purring 
between his legs, 
and the gathering of like-minded blokes at some seaside 
resort had been 
pure magic. 


Christ, why not a picnic? Lottie would appreciate getting 
away 
from the house. Perhaps... Joe? He wasn't so keen now. Joe 
could 
spoil a convention of saints with one sour glance. Well, he 
could ask. 
A refusal was expected, and that couldn't be bad! 

Joe shocked Victor by saying: '‘Jeeze, great! Yeah, I'd love to 
go.’ 

‘| did say a picnic, Joe,' Victor warned. 

‘| heard!’ 

Lottie grinned from her rocking chair. 'You really - ’ 

Joe shrugged. 'If you don't bloody want me!’ 

‘Language, Joe!' Lottie snapped. 


Victor wasn't bothered by the swearing, but he had to ask: 
‘So what 
makes this picnic interesting?’ 


‘I'm bored is why,' Joe replied. ‘I'm fed-up to the teeth with 
Ernie 


and Stuart and the rest. They've got no imagination. They're 
dead in 
the head. ' 


‘And you're a genius?’ Victor's sarcasm was not lost on the 
boy. 


'A sight smarter than 'em.' 
‘Fox smart,' Victor allowed. 
'A cunning bastard!' Joe added happily. 


Lottie cringed in her chair. Why did people use the word 
bastard so 
casually? And especially her Joe! 


Victor nodded wisely. 'A proper bastard,' he said, catching 
Lottie's 
eye and not failing to see her unease. 


‘Okay, where are we going?' Joe asked, changing the 
Subject. 


"How about one of those stately homes where they have a 


park?” 
Victor was speaking more to his wife. 


Joe snorted. 'Hell's bells, no!' 
'Why not?' said Lottie. 

'You've got to pay!' 

‘I'm paying,' Victor reminded him. 


‘| could use my share for something better'n putting 
another oyster 
on an Earl's plate.’ 


'Bleedin' safe me!' Victor moaned. ‘Twelve an' he's -' 
‘Thirteen!' Joe corrected. 


‘Not quite!' Victor stated. 'And don't bloody interrupt! | was 
saying, twe/ve an' he's worried about the upper classes 


eating oysters. 

For your information, mate, and don't consult yer local 
Young 

Socialists on this, the average working man probably eats 
better these 

days than half the dispossessed royals in Europe. ' 


‘| don't give ash...damn about Europe's royals!' 


‘You don't care a hoot about anyone or anything 'cepting 
Joe 
Watson, that's why.' 


‘Where are we going?’ Lottie, the peacemaker, asked 
again. 

Victor considered for a few moments. A scooter distance 
was out. 
Although they owned two, Lottie liked her 'gad-about', he 
didn't 
appreciate the thought of Joe behind either of them. That 
meant the 
car. And anywhere within a three hour drive.. It covered a 
lot of 
coastline and countryside. 


‘We could go to Minehead,’ Lottie suggested. 
Joe scowled. 'Holiday campers by the millions!’ 


Victor nodded agreement. He said: 'Let's stay inland. 
Why , not 
somewhere in the Mendips. Somerset's a nice county.' 


‘Bleedin' quiet,’ Joe lamented. . 
'A picnic is Supposed to be quiet.’ 


‘Then eat in a graveyard!' Joe was sorry he'd said he 
wanted to go. 


‘Okay, okay,' Victor yelled. 'I'll make the decision. I'll do 
the 


driving and you'll both belt-up!' 
'A mystery tour!' Joe's attitude showed his regret. . 


That evening, Stuart Machin couldn't stop laughing. He 
thought 
the idea of Joe going on a picnic with his folks hilarious. 


‘If you don't quit it I'll clobber you,' Joe warned. 


Stuart slowly lost his wide grin and lapsed into silence, 
He knew, 
the warning was not an idle one. Joe could turn on the 
charm or aggro 
at the drop of an eyelid. Or a pair of knickers. For himself, 
Stuart had 
an answer to any parental togetherness - ’Get knotted!’ He 
didn't 
believe in the old saying that families should stick like glue 
to each 
other's shirt-tails. He went solo. Frankly, anyway, he 
couldn't stand 
the sight of his younger brother nor his eldest sister. His 
dad was a 
drunk and his mother was only interested in hanging over 
the garden 
fence changing gossip with her neighbours. 


‘Ah, hell,' Joe finally said, ‘it won't kill me to go with them. 
This 
bloody town is getting me down. ' 

They walked by the river, such as it was. A few hundred 
years ago 
and the Don had probably been a waterway worth a 
mention in the then 
town guide. But its trickle today was simply a means for 
ducks to get 


from one side of the overgrown village to the other. Joe did 
not. feel 

duty-bound to respect his community. The gorgeous 
Regency terraces, 

wide streets and mansions set back from the roads behind 
ancient, high 

stone walls did nothing for him. The famous seats of 
learning 

disgusted him; education was an 'out' thing in his mind. 
The sedate 

way of life which attracted a steady flow of tourists to the 
town bored 

him rigid. The lack of discos, night places for kids and the 
ever-alert 

fuzz patrols only increased his boredom. 


'Your old man’s a stickler, eh?' Stuart asked. 
'He doesn't bother me none,’ Joe replied. 


‘Wasn't he one of the blokes who got mixed up in the 
Battle of 
Hastings?’ 

‘Yeah! ... ‘Joe had heard the story. He didn't know much 


about 
. the cults of those days. 


‘So why's he down on you, mate?’ 
‘Cause he's bleedin' miserable,’ Joe dismissed his dad with 


a gesture. 
‘Isn't that Nicola Haskett?' 


Stuart looked. On the other side of the stream, feeding a 
group of 
ducks from a paper bag, the young girl seemed familiar. She 
had her 
back to them but he recognised the hair, the shape. 


‘She's a raver,' Joe said. 


‘Jail-bait,’ Stuart remarked acidly. 'She's only twelve!’ 


‘| wasn't sayin' | wanted her,' Joe hurriedly said, although 
he was 
thinking that there wasn't much difference in their ages. 
That often 
gave a guy leeway if the law caught up with him. 


'Her sister's some dancer,' Stuart said. 


Joe began to sweat. Caro Haskett never walked on toa 
disco floor 
without stopping the proceedings. A tall, red-headed girl of 
twenty 
with a figure to turn Racquel Welch enviously green, Caro 
hada 
reputation for giving it away free to the guys she liked. 
Needless to 
state, a//the blokes were hot for her. And" more than one 
fight had 
become a near-riot when the studs started lusting. 


Joe had this private dream about Caro. One day, and that 
was his 
promise, he would screw Ms Caro Haskett. 


‘Didn't Caro slap you once?' Stuart asked with a snide 
smile. 


‘Yeah!' For Joe to admit the insult and leave it hanging out 
was 
quite out of character. Fortunately for Stuart, Joe's mind was 
far away. 
Divided between a vision of Caro naked on a bed or ina 
green field. 
He didn't care where they got at it providing he could make 
her. 


‘Before she left school she tried it on Frosty.’ 
Joe hadn't heard this one. 'And?' He was back to reality. 


‘They say she had his trousers off and standing! 
‘Did he screw her?! 

‘You're kiddin',' Stuart replied in some amazement. 
‘Christ, what's the point of this?’ 

‘None. | was saying -' 

‘You're a soddin' liar!' 

‘Ask Ernie. Ask Ken. Ask Ron. ' 

Joe frowned. 'If she had him stiff why didn't she?’ 
'A giggle! A bleedin' giggle!’ 


‘Jesus, some fun!' Joe shook his head in wonderment. 'Is 
she just a 
prick-tease?' 


‘No road, man. I know guys who've banged her to rights!’ 


Joe felt better. He didn't relish having erotic dreams of a 
bird who 
didn't let a geezer hop on the nest occasionally. 


They reached a tiny park with iron gates, a goldfish pond 
and 
flowerbeds. Joe frequently released some of his frustrations 
deliberately 
destroying the work of months by trampling through the 
beds. Today, 
he was fully occupied. There was Caro - and the picnic... 


CHAPTER FOUR 


TRAFFIC clogged the motorway interchange, but the 
workmen paid 
no attention to the anger of the drivers crawling past them. 
Fora 
distance of three miles the single-lane inch-along resounded 
to the 
whump-whump of pile-drivers hammering steel into the 
ground - 
additional support for a crumbling section of expensive 
highway which 
the planners had failed to make strong enough for the 
transport needs 
of the future. So much for planners! 


Victor Watson rested an elbow on the open window of his 
car and 
used one finger to steer the vehicle. His temperature gauge 
showed 
heat building to a head of steam under the bonnet. 


‘Did we have to come this way?' Lottie asked in 
exasperation. 


'No,' her husband replied. 'No, | could have taken a detour 
and 
added fifty miles.’ 


‘Where are we going?’ Joe asked from the rear seat. 


'Ahhhh!1 victor was determined not to divulge his secret 
yet. 


‘Bleedin' stupid this.’ 


‘Mate, you can get out and walk any damned time,’ Victor 
Snapped. 


In that moment a desire was born. Joe glared from his side 
window 
at the workers, or so-called workers. Most of the men were 
standing 
beside their shovels. Some sat and sipped from flasks. Only 
a handful 
looked as if they earned their wages. They were so much 
dirt in Joe's 
gaze. Minions of the establishment. He'd show 'em all, soon! 
The idea 
buzzing like a demented bee in his head could not be 
contained, yet, 
somehow, he had to keep from dancing and exploding. Had 
to keep it 
to himself. 


Get out and walk, eh? he thought furiously. No road! He'd 
ride! 


When they got away from the hold-up, Joe was smiling 
broadly. He 
knew what lay ahead of them. Knew, with some surety, how 
to escape 
from a home life he partly loathed, a town he detested, 
schooling he 
hated. 


Victor kept a watchful eye for the signposts. He turned off 
the 
motorway on to a slip road, got on to another farm track 
catering for 
single traffic and, finally, came out to an intersection 
dominated by an 
old coaching inn and a swinging pub sign reading, Crown 


and 
Cushion. 


Lottie licked her lips. 'Can we stop for a beer?’ 


‘I've got some in the boot, Victor said. 'Shan't be long. ' 
The inn 
faded into a blur composed of swaying trees, hedgerows, 
and sunlight. 
Open countryside surrounded them. Birds darted back and 
forth, their 
song the only sound to be heard above the engine's purring. 
Low, 
dry-stone walls protected fields of varied crops and kept 
grazing cattle 
safe from the maniacs who sometimes zoomed past on 
bikes or in 
high-powered foreign cars. 


'There!' Victor announced triumphantly. 
Joe swore under his breath. 


Lottie stared and twisted on her seat. Her skirt and 
knickers were 
sticking to her bottom. She didn't honestly feel that the 
discomfort was 
worth the end product. 'What is it?' she asked testily. 


'A minor Stonehenge,' Victor said, easing the car between 
a narrow 
opening into the field containing a collection of upright and 
fallen 
rocks. 


‘Minor is bleedint right!’ Joe groaned in disgust. 


Victor didn't comment. It was enough that he liked the site. 
He 
had this strange thing about stone monuments. He enjoyed 


a weird 

sensation as his hand rubbed across the surface of those 
Bronze-age 

relics. He experienced an elation within such a circle. He 
had traced 

the background to his addiction; according to his mother, 
the day after 

he'd been conceived she and his dad had visited a 'fairy 
ring’. Not that 

he counted the tale as gospel. How did his mother know the 
precise 

night of his conception? Unless his old man had only been 
on top of 

her that once! 


Lottie climbed from the car and plucked her knickers from 
the 
crease of her buttocks. The stones were on a hill of sorts 
and she could 
look around for miles in any direction. The land had a 
peacefulness, a 
lushness, a disorderly order she appreciated. Farmhouses 
dotted the 
tree-studded landscape; cattle and sheep looked like ants 
on the most 
distant horizons. 


'Well?' Victor asked. 

‘| suppose it's a change.’ 

Joe kicked viciously at a small stone. 

'He's going to be in a rotten niood, 1 Victor warned. He 


quickly 
began to unload a wicker hamper and a carton of beer. 


‘I'm starvin'.' 


‘What's new?' Victor asked, standing over the hamper like 
a 
guardsman. 


Lottie padded into the centre of the stones. 'Do you think 
they held 
religious ceremonies here?’ 


‘Blood sacrifices,' Joe said. 'Virgins by the score. ' 


Lottie despaired. 'Can't you ever get away from blood 
letting!’ 

‘He's more likely right than you,' Victor interrupted. 'No 
one knows 
for sure why the circles were built. Every expert has his own 
notion 
and tries to convince all the rest but they're all guessing. ' 


‘Then why Say Joe is right and I'm wrong?’ 


‘| didn't,’ Victor explained patiently, carrying the beer from 
the car; 
‘| said he's more likely right. See that flattish stone?’. 


Lottie nodded and even Joe seemed interested. 


‘Look at its shape.' Victor set the beer next to the stone 
and ran his 
fingers lightly over a depression on the surface. 'Cup- 
shaped. Almost 
for holding a woman's ass in position.’ He grinned. 


Joe opened his mouth, closed it faster. What he was about 
to 
suggest wasn't for his mother's ears. 
Lottie shook her head. She got Victor's hinted drift. 
‘Savages! That's what our forefathers were - savages, ' 


Victor 
declared. 


Lottie busied herself laying out the food: She kept 
visualising this 
place as it must have looked four thousand years in the 
past. The 
forests covering the virgin land, all manner of wild animals 
roaming 
the woods and crags, men in skimpy clothing hunting deer 
and boar 
and predators, women tending cooking pots and caring for 
suckling 
babes. And the priests doing nothing but eat, sleep and 
screw. 
Thinking up new schemes, new reasons, new seasons for 
conducting 
Sadistic rites. Luxuriating in crazy visions of naked young 
girls 
writhing in terror as the knife blade plunged downwards 
towards their 
budding breasts, their hearts! 


‘| don't feel like eating yet,’ Lottie announced. 
‘| do!' Joe squatted and began munching a ham sandwich. 


Victor placed an arm round his wife. 'It's so long ago the 
land has 
been cleansed of their sins.' 


‘Maybe,* Lottie answered. 'I can’t.’ She shuddered. 'I feel 
cold.' 


Far off, the noise of motorcycles split the air. The sound 
got nearer. 
Victor forgot his wife's dilemma. Frowning, he watched the 
road 
leading to the stone's. 


Joe, too, was alert. 


There were five of them. They appeared from behind a 
tall hedge 
and roared along the narrow road. They all wore the gear. 
The 
standard gear. And helmets. 


Victor's memory blossomed. The same except for the 
helmets! 
Black jackets, brass or silver studding, heavy machines. 
Thick-soled 
boots, long hair, an unwashed scruffy appearance. 


Joe growled deep in his throat. Lottie stared at him in 
dismay. She - 
recalled that self-same noise coming from his father's 
throat when he 
was raping her. An animalistic menace. 


The bikes turned off the road and came into the field. 
Came with 
belching exhausts and exploding cylinders across the 
field's slope. 
Came to the stones, and reverberated in defiance. 


Victor saw the faces under those helmets. He was one. 
They were 
five. This wasn't Hastings or Margate or Weston. It was a 
quiet corner 
of England, far from the madding crowd. Far from help! 


The silence, when the ignitions were switched off, was 
deafening. 
Like zombies the riders dismounted and removed their 
helmets. 


‘Don't pick a fight,’ Lottie warned in a whisper. 


‘Don't bloody worry, | won't!' Victor hissed. He thought it 
best to 
ignore the new arrivals and spoke in a loud voice to Joe. 


'Have another 
Sandwich, son.' 


Joe didn't believe his ears. 'Son'? 


The obvious leader of the bikers came into the stone 
circle. He had 
a pimple on one nostril, a curling snake tattoo central on 
his forehead 
and hadn't shaved for a few days. His teeth when he 
opened his mouth 
to smile at Lottie were stained by tobacco - or something 
more 
addictive. 


Victor felt a chill finger called fright caress his spine. 
‘You've got a lot of nosh there, missus,' the biker said. 
‘Not enough for all,’ Lottie replied firmly. 


'Shit!' The biker took two steps forward. Joe blocked his 
path. 


‘Richard the bleedin' Lionheart,' the biker scoffed. 
Joe growled threat. 'Fuck off!' he spat. 


Lottie didn't object. She felt a mother's pride. And a 
mother's 
concern. For all his height and girth, Joe was only young. 


'What?' the biker asked, frowning. 
Victor repeated: 'He said fuck off!’ 


The other leather-jackets formed behind their leader - a 
solid wall. 
Typical of bullies. 


Lottie pleaded. 'We're having a picnic. Can't you go 
somewhere 
else?’ 


‘We're goin' to have a picnic,' the biker's leader said. His 
grubby 
finger pointed down at Lottie's sandwiches and cakes. 
‘That's our nosh, 
missus. Move aside!’ 


Victor sighed. So there it was! The challenge - the moment 
of 
bitter truth! He went to the biker and placed a palm against 
the other's 
chest. Their eyes locked in hate and sparring firmness. 'I'm 
one 
against the lot of you but don't think I can't bloody fight, 
‘cos | can!’ 


The biker hesitated. Then, suddenly, spat in Victor's face. 


Joe was ready. He'd edged forward, into range. As spit 
trickled 
down Victor's face, Joe lunged in time to stop the biker from 
kneeing 
his dad in the balls. He scooped the biker's leg high, twisted 
and used 
his not inconsiderable strength to heave the other through 
the air. 


Victor wiped his face. Black fury raged within him. 


Lottie retreated momentarily as the other bikers moved to 
the attack. 
They concentrated on the man, although not forgetting Joe's 
potential. 
One, a squat, beer-belly with the makings of a real slob, 
drew a pair of 
Shears from inside his jacket and brandished these. Another, 
lean and 
hungry and mean, kicked low and viciously. His boot caught 
Victor 
above the ankle, knocking the man off balance. 


Joe shouted: 'Bastards!' and charged. His lowered head 
caught 
beer-belly in the gut. His wind-milling right arm took a swipe 
at lean 
and hungry, but missed. 


Lottie screamed. She could see that her menfolk were 
going under. 
The bikers formed a tight ring about the pair, hammering 
brutally. 
Victor was on the ground, and boots kept sinking into his 
ribs. Joe still 
stood, but blood streamed down from a cut face and his 
young body had 
burned out its energy supply. 


Lottie ran at the bikers. She clawed and kicked and 
struggled when 
strong, muscular arms encircled her. 


Joe sank into a dark world of shadows and pain. Faintly, as 
if the 
noises were a nightmare striving to penetrate what was just 
a bad 
dream, he heard his mother's shrieks. His mother's moans. 
His 
mother's pleadings... 

Light hurt as it came through narrowed eyes. Joe struggled 
to lift 
his body from the ground. He heard sounds. He looked, and 
felt sick. 


Lottie lay on the ground, dead-centre of the stone circle, 
with 
beer-belly heavy on top of her. Her clothing had been 
ripped, flung 
aside. Her nakedness formed a white, ivory blob against the 
bikers 


black and the ground's brown-green. Her legs were up, held 
there by 

beer-belly. And the biker's rump kept going up and down as 
he used 

the woman. 


Joe moved softly, let the fog-wisps fade from his mind. He 
saw, 
now, the other bikers. Laughing, waiting. One zipped up his 
flies - 
he'd been gratified. Another pissed on a stone - a finalising 
act. 


Joe's strength flowed back. There was only him. Victor lay 
in a 
ragged pool of blood, unconscious. He'd taken the brunt of 
the assault. 
A glint caught Joe's gaze and his fingers closed on an eight 
inch long 
iron bar. Something belonging to one of the bikers, no 
doubt. Dropped 
in the rush to claim first bang. 


Beer-belly started yelling obscenities, trying to get a 
response from 
the unresponding woman. 


Joe took advantage of the rushing climax. The bikers were 
a little 
group bending over their mate and Lottie. Joe got up, 
grasped the iron 
bar and moved in - for the kill! 


Beer-belly collapsed on Lottie, his skull cracked open. Joe 
swung, 
the iron bar swishing air as he raked its lethal length round 
the bikers. 
He felt the weapon bounce off a nose, scrape across a 
cheekbone, jar to 


a halt on a shoulder. He backed away, prodded a chest with 
the bar's 

point and heard a satisfying crack of ribs. He'd created 
mayhem, but he 

hadn't a prayer of finishing off the bunch. Fists and feet 
caught him - 

and he went down a second time. 


Mercifully, he blacked out... 


CHAPTER FIVE 


FIRST impressions are often the lasting ones. When 
Victor Watson 
regained consciousness, he saw his wife's body sprawled 
obscenely on 
the ground in its nakedness and her clothing rustling in 
the wind 
nearby. He automatically knew what had taken place. 


Rape.; 
Gang-bang. 


But, somewhere at the back of his sanity, he wondered. 
Had Lottie 
been forcibly taken, or had she encouraged the bikers? He 
couldn't help, 
but think of Joe, her bastard son! 


Getting shakily to his feet, Victor staggered across to his 
wife. 
Blood smeared her upper torso and he groaned. His 
fingers failed to 
find cuts oh her. Then, he noticed, the blood trail leading 
away from 
her. From the circle 


And he saw Joe next! He didn't leave Lottie. He cradled 
her in his 
arms, his new safari suit smeared worse than ever. He 
didn't like the 
ugly bruises already discolouring her skin. They were 


everywhere. On 
her breasts, middle, thighs. Inside of the thighs, too; 


Less than ten minutes elapsed before Lottie's eyes 
opened. She 
gazed at Victor, not really seeing him. 


‘Are you..,.?' His voice broke and he pressed his cheek 
against 
hers. 


She pushed him away. She crawled towards her tom 
knickers and 


held them in listless fingers.’ 
'Lottie.. .' 
Her taut face turned towards him. 


‘Please, love...1 


‘Don't touch me, Victor! Don't ever touch me again!' her 
voice had 
as much life as a dead fish. 


He moaned and slowly- walked to where Joe lay . At least 
the kid 
was breathing. But from the contusions and cuts and 
blood, he'd, taken 
one helluva beating. 


Lottie came across to them. Her clothing hung in tatters 
from her. 
Lifeless eyes surveyed Joe's visible injuries. 'Get him to a 
hospital,' she 
said. 


Victor nodded and bent to lift the boy. 


'You'll never manage,’ Lottie said. 'Bring the car and we'll 
do it 
together.' 


When Victor reached his car he felt blind rage burning at 
his brain. 
Those fucking savages! he thought through the hate 
welling inside. 
The tyres were slashed, the bodywork kicked in, 
windscreen shattered. 
Even the upholstery had been ravaged. 


Lottie didn’t speak as he told her about the vehicle. She 
waited. 
while he vented his fury on every biker, every long haired 
inhabitant of 
the planet and all those who did not agree with Victor 
Watson's notion 
of what made the world tick. 


Then, she said: 'Go to the nearest farm. I'll wait here!' 


As Victor strode away, his loathing making him unaware 
of the 
injuries he had also suffered, the spreading mass of pain 
across his ribs, 
the pounding in his head where ugly lumps rose black- 
blue, Lottie sat 
coldly on the ground and washed her tormented soul in 
remorse. 


Rape. For the second time. Why? Why her? 


She imagined the countless millions of women in the 
world and the 
relatively small proportion who had ever been raped. She 
thought of 
shy spinsters who'd welcome a man leaping from under a 
bed and 
ravishing them. Of housewives doing their bloody best to 
coax 
milkman, baker, coalman or postie into their sexless 
homes with 


screwing the end result of a morning, afternoon, anytime 
Cuppa. Of 

giggling young school-leavers eager for experience. Of 
restless London 

. office staff going on the prowl in pubs and clubs and 
giving every 

encouragement to City lechers in the hope of getting it 
hard and 

passionate. 


Those women wanting it - and she had to be the one to 
receive the 
unwanted. Had to be a victim twice! 


She recognised the signs in her. What Joe Hawkins had 
left of her 
womanhood had died now. Those bloody bikers had. 
ruined her. Killed 
the last vestiges of desire.. Slain her ability to enjoy 
Victor's frenetic 
awakenings. ¡She wouldn't ever have a man again. Not 
Victor. No 
man! 


Joe made a noise and she bent to him. Had he witnessed 
her utter 
shame? Had he seen how it was done? She touched his 
face, quickly 
withdrew her hand. She couldn't bear to feel his skin. His 
man-to-be’s 
flesh. Her own son. Flesh of her flesh! And rejected totally. 
A nurse with enormous breasts thrusting against a semi- 
starched, 
white uniform came from the ward and smiled at Lottie. 
'He's awake 
now,' she said. 


Ishe... ? 


'A survivor,’ the nurse joked. 'There's no internal injury. The 
doctor says he'll heal in no time.’ 


Lottie said a silent prayer. Her gaze shifted to Victor. He sat 
on the 
bench alongside her, swathed in bandages. Stiffly upright, 
his broken 
ribs wrapped in unyielding tape. 'Did you hear that?’ she 
asked him. 


'Yeah!' He wasn't worried about Joe. His concern was 
wholly for 
his wife. All his pleadings had fallen on her deaf ears. She 
positively 
refused to have attention. 


The nurse grew serious. 'Won't you let the doctor examine 
you, Mrs 
Watson?’ 

‘No!' 

The nurse's gaze flitted over Victor. She wondered what 
exactly 
had happened. They hadn't been told an awful lot. Some 
cock-eyed 
tale of a fight with yobs. Yet the woman's clothing told 
another story. 
She had been involved in a case of rape shortly after 
becoming a SRN, 
and Mrs Watson's bruises were almost a duplicate of that 
other 
female's. No, there was more to tell and police to be called 


The sister-in-charge sat back in her chair and presented a 
stem face. 
‘Nurse Lindsay, concern yourself with the welfare of your 
patients and 
allow them the right to decide if they wish to inform the 


police. We 

may assume that this woman has been raped. We do not 
know if, 

indeed, she was. Why, it could be a family quarrel. ' 


‘Sister!’ The nurse expressed shock. 'You haven't seen 
their 
condition. ' 


‘Nor do | want to see,' the sister snapped tartly. 'Go on, 
attend to the 
ward. Leave them alone!' 


More to appease than show her subservience, Nurse 
Lindsay left the 
sister's small office. Frankly, regardless, she fully intended 
to notify the 
law. It was, she honestly and sincerely felt, her duty. As a 
citizen, not 
a nurse. 


PC Thomas Dutton shuffled his feet and felt rather foolish. 
Trust 
that Lindsay to ring him on a case like this! The nurse was a 
menace. 
A starched busybody. Oh, she could justify each and every 
occasion 
when an accident victim had expressed a thanks for her 
action. And 
she could proudly point to this or that criminal being 
apprehended 
because she suspected that wounds were not accidental, 
but the result of 
gang warfare. But there were far too many ordinary, decent 
people 
somewhere out there who had cause to curse her name. 


People like Mr 
and Mrs Watson ... 


‘Nothing happened, Constable,' Lottie said for the third 
time. 'I was 
caught up in the fight, that's all.’ 


‘The descriptions are vague,’ Dutton said, eyes on his 
notebook. 


‘We didn't pay much attention until they assaulted us,' 
Victor said, 
equally annoyed at the law's presence. 


‘Perhaps your son... ?' 

‘He's not to be questioned!’ Lottie replied firmly. 
‘Why not?’ 

‘He's a schoolboy. ' 

'A big lad... 


‘Constable, leave us alone. For Christ's sake, leave us 
alone!' 


Dutton squirmed. Lottie's pleading gaze unnerved him. He 
sensed 
an awful emptiness inside her. A terrible yearning. 


Victor smiled weakly. 'She's right, leave us alone. ' 


Every citizen had a God-granted right to suffer alone, 
Dutton 
mentally argued. If the Watsons didn't wish the law's 
majesty to extract 
punishment far be it for him to insist. He took his departure 
and went 
in search of Dr Morrison. 


Morrison had a small moustache, rimless spectacles and a 
pouting 
mouth. A short man, he liked to bark orders and treat all- 


comers as his 

patients: sufferers unable to hit back. He fixed Dutton with 
cold grey 

eyes and asked, 'Have they lodged a complaint?’ 


'No, sir!' 


‘And you're acting off the cuff? 1 
'Yes, Sir.’ 


'Good!' Morrison smiled, an unusual event. That boy is a 
typical 
example of what is happening in this country. 1 find it 
difficult to 
believe that such monsters exist yet | see their combined 
handiwork 
each and every day.' 


'He's badly beaten?' Dutton asked. 

‘Brutally beaten!' 

'On the critical list, Sir?' 

'No. Thank God he's got a marvellous physique. In fact, he 
i 
ETE satisfactorily.’ 

‘Can he speak?’ 

‘Not to you, Dutton.’ 

‘Let me rephrase that, Doctor. Did he speak to you?' 

'He did.' Morrison was enjoying the tête a tête. 

‘And?' 

'His mother was raped!’ 

‘de would swear to it?’ 


‘That is a question | cannot answer,’ Morrison said. 'He 
said he 
witnessed the rape. Whether he would go into a court and 


repeat the 
accusation against those cyclists - ' 


‘Bikers, sir,' Dutton corrected. 


‘Motorcyclists,’ Morrison re-corrected. 'Ruins our 
language.’ Then 
Morrison, tired of the affair, said, '| have an ulcer to 
comfort, Dutton. 
Excuse me.' 


The constable idly watched him strut away. Cocky little 
Medic, he 
thought. Probably a fine doctor but one to strike terror into 
a 
malingering heart. He gave the affair of the Watsons 
consideration. 
His sergeant would demand a full account. Grievous bodily 
harm 
against three persons; rape, by one or more members of 
the bike gang; 
criminal damage against the Watsons’ car. And what did 
he have? 
Five vague, patently worthless descriptions. Two hostile 
witnesses and, 
more than likely, another he had yet to meet. Well, he 
would file a 
report and let the sergeant make a decision. And thank 
you, Nurse 
Lindsay for getting me hooked! 


CHAPTER SIX 


JOE'S life was sheer misery after he returned home from 
the 
hospital. His mother steadfastly refused to admit his 
mates and insisted, 
he stay in bed for two whole weeks. During that time he 
was watched 
like a top-security prisoner and even had to ask 
permission when he 
wanted to visit the toilet. 


He kept telling his mother there was nothing wrong with 
him that ,, 
getting outdoors wouldn't cure. He begged the doctor, and 
though it, 
seemed like in insult, even the truant officer, to force his 
mother to 
‘release’ him. 


Both met a stonewall determination. No, Joe stays in bed 
until l'm 
satisfied he is all right! 

Nobody knew why Lottie was carrying on like this. Not the 
doctor, 
and least of all Victor. 


Lottie knew her reasons, but she couldn't find it in herself 
to speak. 
She was scared stiff. Afraid to be alone in the house. She 
needed 
companionship, protection, a sense of security. If the 


milkman tinkled 

the front door bell she got in a panic. If the postman rang to 
delivera 

registered letter, and she got three during those two weeks, 
she began to 

tremble like a leaf. ‘ 


She hadn't reacted like this after Joe Hawkins had raped 
her. Oh, 
the sensation of shame was the same. The fears very much 
alive both 
times. But this .. . what? Yearning for help near to hand? 
Fear of 
doors not being able to withstand an onslaught? 


Alone in his bedroom, Joe contemplated his navel and his 
future. 
There wasn't anything else to do. The radio blared from 
morning till 
night but that was no food for his restlessness. 


The idea he'd had in the stone circle grew into a glorious, 
Technicolor dreamcoat, and every Joseph was allowed one 
of those. 

There was a question of carrying out his plan undetected, 
but providing 

he got past the first hurdle the rest of the course should be 
a pushover. 


His grand scheme entailed nicking one of the family's 
scooters, his 
mother's, he believed. Dad would blow his stack and move 
a few 
proverbial mountains if his infernal machine went AWOL. 
Mother 
would worry, curse, rant, rage and stamp feet but she 
wouldn't trace 


him with an eye to punishment. And she wouldn't call in the 
fuzz. 


For two years he'd been learning how to ride a scooter. He 
felt now 
that he had the ability to face city traffic.. And he knew the 
fuzz 
wouldn't be likely to stop him for being underage. He had to 
get 'L' 
plates, though, and he knew where his father's old 
provisional licence 
was, even though it was long, long out of date. 


Where to go was a problem. He had to have money, 
scratch, bread, 
loot. From what he'd heard about London a guy needed a 
tenner a day 
just to exist. More if he stayed in a cheap hotel or B & B. 
Where could 
he raise that bleedin’ much wind? 


On the day his mother finally allowed him outside, Joe was 
pretty 
well word perfect. He needed gear. His best clothes had 
been ruined in 
the fight. A few quid wouldn't go amiss either - a guy who'd 
been 
confined to hospital and his own bed had to have some 
relaxation.. The 
disco, for example. A record or cassette for another. 


Lottie cared. She forked over a cool twenty. It didn't seem 
unwise. 
Perhaps she was blinded by his size, his older than the 
average attitude 
to life in general. Perhaps she was making up for her 
coldness to 
Victor. She wasn't sure why, but she did lash out. 


Joe rushed to Sheena Odick. He asked questions: 'How 
much would 
you give for a radio-recorder in good nick?’ and 'l've gota 
couple of 
dozen LPs - how much?! 


Sheena studied his eyes. She believed eyes were the 
mirrors of 
every soul. In them lay truth, deceit and all shades of grey. 
She didn't 
like what was showing in Joe's private movie-house that 
afternoon. 


‘Joe, | have enough stock. ' 


‘You bleedin’ wouldn't say that if | brought in another 
power-drill 
for a lousy three quid. ' 


‘But not your personal gear,' she warned. 
‘Why not?’ 


‘Look,' Sheena said, breaking her own rule by offering 
advice. If 
you've nicked gear an' | have a market l'Il buy. But if you're 
stealin' 
from home I won't help out. | can handle the fuzz an' others. 
But | 
don't want your bleedin’ parents comin’ here an' demanding 
their 
household effects back, 'cause parents like to put women 
like me behind 
fuckin’ bars, is why! Get it?’ 


Joe did and beat a hasty retreat. There were other outlets 
for loot in 
town. He seldom dealt with the Lower High Street sharks. 
Old man 
MacDonald had the reputation of shortchanging his clients 


and an even 

nastier one of grassing to the fuzz when they made their 
monthly 

checkups on the second hand trade. The Fairlong Brothers 
never 

allowed kids into their shop. And Keith Simpson gave an 
allowance 

and the balance when he flogged the item. There was just 
one other 

outlet... 


For fifteen years, Harry Telford had been trying to live 
down his 
conviction for a homosexual act with a young boy. None of 
the men in 
the trade gave him an inch. They didn't forget easily and 
certainly not 
the ones with kids. Times and attitudes were changing, but 
the stigma 
stayed with him like a cross burned into his forehead. He 
got along 
with women, okay; his soft centre gave him that advantage. 


Joe was aware of Harry's shortcomings. There hadn't been 
a 
whisper of underage kids being invited to share Harry's bed 
since he got 
out but it was common knowledge that many, many gay 
boys did. And 
frequently stayed to work in his shop. Boys in their 
twenties! 


The lisping, mincing blond-haired young man wearing 
Sandals, an 
open-necked gaily coloured shirt and orange slacks was 
about 
twenty-five. His fingernails were manicured, polished. His 
hair was 


carefully blown into a curling, hugging frame for a baby face 
and bright 
blue eyes. 


Joe took one look and wanted to laugh. He didn't, though. 
He was 
setting up a deal. That meant tact. 


'Yesss?' the blond asked. 
Joe explained about his radio and records. 


‘| have to see them, mister,’ the blond said, not hiding his 
appreciation of Joe's athletic frame. 


‘Look,' Joe said with mounting aggro, ‘they're in good nick 
and | 
bloody bought 'em with me own scratch. ' 


‘Oh, you do get mad!’ 


‘Christ!' Joe wanted to bash the bastard. He hated queers 
with a 
virile youth's inner fear of turning into one. 


‘Then Harry Telford appeared from the rear of the shop. He 
wore a 
severely-cut suit, yellow shirt and polka-dot cravat. His 
greying hair 
hung to below his shoulders and a cigarette in a long, ivory 
holder 
stuck out from the corner of his narrow lips. 'Profanity!' he 
screeched. 
‘| will not allow profanity in my shop!' His gaze swept over 
Joe. ‘Oh. 
you!' 


The blond simpered. ‘Isn't he?' 
‘He's dirt,’ Harry snorted with a limp wave. 
‘I'll bleedin’ give you dirt, Fairy Soap,' Joe shouted. 


‘Fairy Soap ... oh, really - it's too much!' The blond bent 
over, 
holding his sides. Not a sound escaped him though, and Joe 
recognised 
the con. He also began to suspect the blond's motives. 


Harry scowled past his cigarette and holder. 'What do you 
want?’ 


Joe gave him the explanation. 
‘How long have you had this radio?’ Harry asked finally. 
‘Two, three years. ' 


Harry did some quick calculations, deducting some for the 
fact that 
Joe was nicking goods bought by his father. 'Fifteen pounds - 
and no 
bargaining. ' 


Joe looked low in spirit. ‘Can't - ?' 
‘Eighteen. No more! 


Joe grinned. ‘It's a deal,' he announced. 'I'll have the cash 
when 
you open next Tuesday morning. ' 


Harry looked puzzled. 'Why next Tuesday? Why not 
tomorrow or 
Thursday? 


‘Cause | don't bleedin' need the bread until next Tuesday, ' 
Joe said 
as if that conveyed a whole world of information. 


There were times when fate seemed to be set dead 
against Joe 
making his move. His first three attempts to lift 
equipment from 
Frosty's classroom met with diabolical failure and nearly 
got him: 


collared, and it was more by accident than design that he 
managed to 
nick several costly items of saleable merchandise. 


And then Sheena Odick's price for the loot had Joe 
wondering if. he 
would last a week in the Big Smoke without begging for 
the next 
Cuppa. 


Over the years, Joe had increased his pocket-money 
spending power 
with the weekly ‘dip’ into his mother's purse. Suddenly, 
Lottie stopped 
carrying small change in this. Joe felt he couldn't get away 
with notes 
and had to make other arrangements. He didn't feel guilty 
helping 
himself to household possessions; They were, he argued 
with his 
practically non-existent conscience, his anyway. Or would 
be if 
something happened to his parents. He was, in his light, 
taking 
ownership earlier than usual. 


Harry Telford sussed Joe's plans. 'Running away from 
home, boy?’ 
he asked as he haggled over the price of an electric 
foodmixer. 


‘How did - ?' Joe started afresh. 'How did you like that 
toaster | sold. 
you?’ 

Harry nodded. 'Quite good. ' 


‘Where's your helper?' Joe asked, not having seen 
blondie for a few 
days. 


‘That little bit. . .' Harry reminded himself of the no 
profanity rule 
and said: 'Gone to Bristol, another position. ' 


‘Position's everything,’ Joe joked. 

Harry's disgust showed in pained eyes. 
‘dow much?’ Joe asked. 

‘Four pounds. It's not an expensive mixer.' 
‘Done!' Joe held out a hand. 


Harry took the hand and squeezed it gently: Like a 
maiden aunt. 
‘Son, don't do this.’ 


Joe extracted his hand fast. He wasn't going to fair for a 
queer 
pitch. 


‘All right,’ Harry said shortly. He gave the money to Joe. 
‘But think 
carefully.’ 


Joe thought, and thought: . . and liked his plan best. 
Harry was 
hardly the type of 'man' to be dishing out fatherly advice. 
Anyway, Joe 
figured that Harry had never - never - been tempted to 
risk his all ' 
except in the pursuit of a boy and pleasure. 


By the appointed Tuesday morning, Joe was ready for his 
exodus. 
He had his favourite gear packed into a small suitcase 
which he 
brazenly had left in view on top of his mother's wardrobe. 
He had 'L' 
plates and these he sneakily attached to her scooter while 
she washed 


the breakfast dishes. The garage was large, and hid a lot 
of sinful 

goings-on. He'd had his first bird in there, behind the car. 
On oily 

carpets. A not very romantic setting and a not too 
successful 

experience, either. But who could say what kind of a 
performer he 

would become when he was old enough to sustain a real 
one: ' 


Lottie didn't bother with Joe's going back and forth. Since 
the rape 
episode she paid no attention to what was happening. As 
long as 
Victor didn't demand love-making and went to work 
without a kiss she 
was happy. 


Joe got the suitcase strapped to the scooter. His. records 
were ina 
cardboard box in the garage. He added the radio-recorder 
and a pair of 
old vases Lottie's mum had left her daughter. He reckoned 
they would 
fetch a bomb. He had this mistaken notion that everything 
older than 
his parents was an antique. 


When he got to Harry Telford's, Harry sighed and 
examined the 
vases. He didn't let Joe see his excitement. Here is the 
money we 
agreed on for these,' Harry said, indicating records and 
radio. 


‘And those?' Joe was anxious. 


‘Ah, yes, pretty but hardly exclusive. Not old enough for 
the 
legitimate boys.' 


Joe was beginning to wish he'd taken the vases to an 
.antique-shop. 
One of the legit dealers! 


However,’ Harry continued off-handedly, ‘I'll make a 
gesture of 
generosity.’ 


Joe hold his breath. This was make or break. 
‘Since you are leaving our fair town...’ 
‘Cut the bullshit,’ Joe snapped.. 'How much?’ 


‘Your favourite question, son.', Harry laughed. 'Twenty 
pounds. ' 


Joe's hand shot out. It wasn't as much as he'd hoped but 
twenty , 
would see him safely established in the Smoke. 


Harry Telford chuckled gleefully as the door closed 
behind Joe. He 
fondled the vases, said aloud: 'Sucker! Now where's that 
price tag?’ He 
searched in a drawer, found the sticker he wanted and 
placed the vases 
in his front window. The price now asked was £150. Nota 
lot. Not a 
fortune. But quite a profit margin nevertheless! 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


OUTSIDE Oxford a panda car slowed and the copper in the 
passenger seat gave Joe the once over. Riding down 
Western Avenue 
inside London another fuzz on a motorbike stared at him. 
Those were 
the only two occasions when Joe felt a touch of panic. He 
handled the 
machine like an expert. He was, thanks to a desire to avoid 
a 
confrontation with the law, the most careful driver on the 
road that day. 


Several times he stopped and stared as the city began to 
take shape 
around him. It seemed to go on and on and on for miles. 


Leaving Heathrow receding in his exhaust fumes, Joe 
figured he 
would be gazing upwards at Admiral Nelson soon. How 
wrong could 
he be? 


The traffic was frightening now, speeding past and 
changing lanes 
without cause. He discovered that it paid to watch the signs. 
Some 
names meant something to him: City, Westminster, 
Paddington. The 
bear? Others were as foreign to him as Brussels and Paris, 


He let the flow of cars, coaches and lorries carry him into 
the 
thudding heart of this sprawling, cold city. He took chances 
to study 
buildings partially lost behind high-sided trucks and 
lumbering 
busloads of weary, disgruntled office workers. He filled up 
with petrol 
in a corner angled garage and got his first taste of big city 
inhospitality. 
The staff didn’t give a damn about customers. Nor did they 
try to smile 
or talk back when spoken to. 


Joe felt lost. Alone. A child in a rough man's world. 


Somehow, Joe missed-all the monuments and famous 
buildings in 
that initial 'march' into the Big Smoke. History was all about 
him but it 
took years for those born outside London to make a 
pilgrimage to even 
the first thousand more important sites. 


Joe found the scenery begin to lose much of its 
sedateness. He 
sensed a lowering of standards. As if this district in which he 
now was 
had always been deprived. Always, working-lower-class. 


Yet. . . there was a pull. An indefinable something drawing 
him 
deeper into those more cramped streets, those areas of 
warehouses and 
slums. The traffic didn't lessen on the main routes through 
the 
run-down houses and shops. The rubbish on the pavements 
piled 


higher, though. And the cloth caps and snotty-nosed kids 
multiplied. 
He didn't believe it possible for so many coloured people to 
be 
congregated within the capital. In his part of England, colour 
was a 
problem seen in the Notting Hill Carnival or National Front 
invasions 
of electoral constituencies where the immigrants were ina 
majority. A 
seen small screen thing, not a fact! 

For no particular reason, he turned off the road and 
entered a maze 
of side streets. He wondered why he'd taken this choice. He 
didn't care 
for the area. Yet, it could be cheap. He didn't intend to fork 
out all his 
bread for a central scratch-trap. He stopped outside a fish 
and chip 
shop. The smell enticed him. 


With his cod and chips paid for he asked the round-faced 
owner: ‘Is 
there anywhere near here for bed and breakfast?’ 


The man stared at him. 'How old are you, mate?’ 

Joe lied. 

‘Try 16 down the street. She's not clean but she's 
reasonable. ' 

‘The man stared harder. 'You're sure you're eighteen, 
mate?’ 

‘| should bleedin’ know,' Joe retorted and made a swift exit. 

Still noshing his chips, Joe parked the scooter by the kerb 


and rang 
the bell of number 16. The house was one of a long terrace, 


had one 

window downstairs and two up. The paintwork had faded 
over the 

years and the curtains across all windows hadn't been 
washed for as 

long. 


When the door opened, Joe mentally congratulated the 
chippy on 
his description. The woman standing before him looked forty 
but was, 
in fact, thirty-one. She wore a blue dress covered in hand 
smudges and 
beer stains. Her hair was a mousy brown, heaped high over 
a generous 
forehead and arched, artificial eyebrows. She peered 
suspiciously 
through narrowed eyes and wrinkled her long nose. Her 
bright red lips 
opened a little and she asked, 'Yes?' in a husky voice. 


'I was told you rented rooms,' Joe said. 
‘Who told you?' 


‘Chippy!’ 

She stared at the newspaper food and nodded wisely, 
stood back and 
waved him into a narrow, smelly hallway. The wallpaper 
hung damply 
from the walls and, through an open door into the darkened 
kitchen, he 
saw heaped plates and cups on a bare table. 


'How old are you?' the woman asked. 
‘Eighteen,’ Joe replied. The lie was getting pat. 


'duh!' the woman snorted but showed him into the front 
room. 


Joe noticed the telly, three thin-cushioned chairs, a rickety 
sofa, 
threadbare carpets and an open fire. On the mantel above 
the ash-filled 
grate were two pictures of. a pretty young woman and a 
twenties clock 
in marble pattern. The light hanging from the ceiling had no 
shade. 


‘| charge ten quid a week - in advance. ' 


Joe had his cash spread through four pockets and knew 
exactly 
which one to try for her rent. He held out the tenner, letting 
her see 
that he held another twelve. He even counted it with her 
eyes following 
each single note. ‘That'll get me to payday,' he announced.. 


"You've got a job?’ She smiled a little. And he saw her teeth 
were 
uneven and in desperate need of Pepsodent whitening. 


'Yeah!' He didn't dare say more. 


Her hands smoothed her dress down over good, full 
breasts and 
down across capable hips and down to firm, if slightly thick, 
thighs. 
She wasn't a bad shape for an old bird. Not a bad looker 
either, 
providing a guy forgot the rotten make-up job and the 
cheap cosmetics 
she used. 


‘I'm a widow,' she husked. 
'Yeah?' 
‘I've got boyfriends.’ 


‘'Great!' Joe wanted to get away from the smell of her 
perfume. 


'I used to have lodgers but they're gone.' She cocked her 
head and 
brazenly made an inventory of Joe's stature and 
possibilities. ‘You'll be 
in this big house with me, all alone. ' 


Big house? She had to be kiddin'! 

‘Do you smoke? Drink?’ 

Joe said: 'No!' 

She appeared disappointed. 'What do you do?' 


Joe wanted to say 'Play truant from school' but he just 
grinned to 
save himself from a trap. He pegged her for a woman 
wanting a screw. 
He might have been happy to try it but he wasn't sure if he 
could bluff 
his age once she clapped sight of him there. 


‘I'm Aileen,’ she said next. 
‘I'm Joe.’ 

‘Want to see your room?’ 
‘Yeah!' 


She went ahead of him up the stairs. They climbed ata 
Snail's pace 
and again Joe sensed she was trying her damnedest to get 
him aroused. 
Her arse was swaying inside the dress and he noted she 
wasn't wearing 
knickers. There was no line showing through the tightly 
fitting dress 
and the crease of her buttocks did show. Christ, she was 


shithouse 
good! 


They passed one bedroom. Covers lay piled on dirty sheets 
and 
underwear littered the floor. The next room was his, the 
front of the 
house. It held a sagging double bed. The mattress was 
stained and 
thin. A dressing table and single wardrobe of dubious 
strength 
occupied the back wall and a chair before the window 
completed the 
furnishings. 


‘| don't supply linens and no breakfast.’ 
Joe wanted his tenner back. 


‘For you,' and she stood close to him, ‘I'll make an 
exception. Come 
On...' 


In her bedroom, after kicking her clothes under the bed, 
she opened 
a dresser drawer and took out sheets and a single blanket. 
At least they 
were clean. 

'Is there a café nearby?' Joe asked. 

‘Up the street, the other end,' she replied, forcing the linen 
into his 
hands. 

‘I've got a scooter.' 

‘Put it in the yard,' she said. 

‘Where's the entry?’ 


‘There isn't one. Bring it through the hall.' She winked, 
nudged 


him. 'I don't mind what you do, Joe. It is Joe, ain't it?’ 
‘Yeah!’ He was tired, wanted to be alone. 
‘| was having a drink,' she said. 'Won't you?’ 
‘I'd like to wash and use the loo.' 


‘Oooooh!' She beamed. 'Leave that there.' She almost 
knocked the 
linen from his hands. 'I'm a one,' she giggled huskily, ‘| 
didn't show 
you the loo! 


Joe wanted to vomit. She was beginning to overplay her 
sexy hand. 
Or maybe she'd hit the bottle too hard and it was only 
starting to knock 
her for sex! 


The loo's wallpaper hung in chewed up strips from a wall 
so damp 
that the fungus visible in places had grown to a depth of 
some four 
inches. The toilet seat, wooden, was cracked and caked with 
the dirt of 
ages. Joe wanted a leak. 'Excuse me,'he said and shut the 
door. There 
wasn't a lock so he settled for putting his spine against it. 


The very second his urine splashed into the bowl she 
knocked on 
the door and pushed. Thrown off balance, he tilted forward 
to hear her 
exclaim: 'Oops, sorry, love.' Then she was halfway inside the 
small 
toilet, staring eagerly at his exposure. 


‘Crissakes,' Joe exploded. 
‘Don't be ashamed, Joe. | seldom shut this door!’ 


He flicked his penis deliberately and asked, ‘Seen all?' 


He'd finished and was about to slip his manhood back 
inside his 
trousers, when she reached out and grasped him. 'Well... 
Not all. 
Not yet, Joe... 


So this is bloody London, he thought, unable to enjoy her 
caress. 
He felt’ afraid. After all a boy of thirteen didn't get to have a 
grown 
woman handle his privates everyday of every week. And if 
he knew his 
new landlady, she'd want more than handling per day. 


‘Eighteen, eh?' 


'Yeah!+ The lie didn't sound so convincing under these 
circumstances. 


‘Okay, eighteen!' She released him and he quickly flipped 
‘junior’ 
inside and zipped up. She moved into the upper hallway. 
‘Get your 
scooter off the street before some sod nicks the wheels.’ 
She turned and 
hurried down the stairs with Joe in hot pursuit. 


There was a cup of hot tea waiting for him when he put his 
scooter 
into her tiny yard. He'd had a job finding space. She paid as 
little 
attention to the yard as she did to the house interior. 


‘Joe come clean with me,' she said while he added sugar to 
the brew. 


‘You're younger'n eighteen and you don't have a job.4 


He weighed truth against flannel and settled for straight 
talk. 


‘No. I'm not eighteen yet. | only arrived in London today 
but I'll 
soon find a job. ' 


‘How old?' she asked, scratching under her left armpit. 
'Six-. . . Shit - thirteen!’ He faced her defiantly. 


Instead of ranting and ordering him from the house she 
positively 
glowed. Her eyes brightened and she studied him 
speculatively. 
‘Thirteen! Thirteen!’ The husky voice had an excited edge. 
‘And 
you've been inside a girl?’ 


He nodded, embarrassed by her age. 
‘Did you like it?' A flush coloured her cheeks. 
‘Yeah, it wasn't bad!’ 


She breathed heavily and quickly got to her feet, found a 
green 
bottle and poured a colourless liquid into a tumbler. She 
added a few 
drops of tonic and drank lustily. 'l needed that. I'm like jelly,’ 
she said. 
‘Mother's ruin,’ she admitted with a laugh. 'Want a sip?' 


‘Why not,' he replied and took the glass. The taste didn't 
appeal but 
he guzzled the entire contents. 


‘Easy, Joe,’ she warned. 'I don't want you sozzled before.. 
. She 
halted and sighed. 'It'll be fantastic, | guarantee. I've always 
wanted a 
man, a younger man, to teach. ' 


'Teach!' He had lost the drift. 


‘Actions speak louder than words,’ she said cryptically and 
poured 
another drink - for herself. She took his hand. 'Come on, 
we'd better 
make up your bed.’ 


Joe carried his suitcase upstairs behind her. He couldn't tell 
if it 
was the gin working its ruinous evil but he desperately 
fought off a 
desire to play with her arse as she preceded him to the 
upper floor. He 
loved its gyrations, its womanly fullness, its teasing curves. 
They 
entered her bedroom, collected his sheets and single 
blanket and then, 
without a word, went to his pad. The silence served to 
create a mood of 
mystery. To strengthen the developing bond between them. 
Joe didn't 
mind when they finished making the bed and she began to 
help him 
remove his outer garments. All in that same silence. 


He had on his shirt, trousers, socks and shoes. She stood 
back 
‘What a body,' she smiled in admiration. ‘Just thirteen! | 
can't believe 
my luck!' She did a twirl. ‘I'm not bad for my age, eh? 
Thirty-one. ' 


Younger than mum, Joe thought fast. 


‘Am | a good-looking thirty-one, Joe?' She appeared to 
need his 
agreement. 


‘Yeah, | guess.' 


‘You should see my body... 
Jesus, she's going to strip off! 


She didn't. Not right away. She laughed and motioned for 
him to 
follow her into her bedroom. She bundled clothes, pillows 
and covers 
on to the floor and smoothed out the creases on the bottom 
sheet. Then, 
She fixed him with her eyes and asked, 'Now, want to see all 


of me?t 
His mouth dried up and he nodded. 


She took a deep breath, thrust her breasts against the 
Smudged dress 
and let him drink in what she believed was a vision of pure 
beauty. 
Only when satisfied that he couldn't stand the teasing delay 
did she 
casually reach down, grasp the dress hem and artfully draw 
the garment 
up, up, up over her hips... 


Joe gasped. He'd felt and glimpsed what covered women 
there but 
he'd never realised that some women could have so much 
hair. 
Curling, thick, long hair forming a disorderly triangle. Up 
went the 
' dress again. Up, and over those breasts, which jutted 
proudly, nipples 
already erect. Over her head and flung aside as she 
postured with arms 
akimbo, and hands on hips. Thighs slightly parted and right 
knee bent 
a bit. 


Joe's knees wanted to fold. This was too much, too sudden. 


‘And you.' She didn't move a muscle.. She simply let 
him feast on 
her nakedness and waited for him to get starkers, too. 


Joe took his time. He had to think, had to appraise the 
situation. 


He had two choices: strip off and let her do whatever 
she wanted or 
grab his gear and run like hell. 


He removed his clobber! 
Aileen sighed, arms falling to her sides. 'Oh, God. Lovely!’ 
Joe felt silly, and cold. 


She gently reached out and took his arm, then drew him 
down on 
the bed beside her and pressed her breasts against his 
chest: Her mouth 
came close, closer ... then, she kissed him. He had not 
been kissed 
like that before. Open-mouthed, tongues entwining. Her 
hands guided 
his to her breasts, left him to explore, unhindered. The 
warmth of her 
flesh excited him. The silkiness of her skin added to his 
desire. He. 
fondled and squeezed, still being kissed with her body 
Slightly eased 
from his to allow his hands freedom of movement. 
Strange noises, 
came from her throat and her skin perspired. 


She broke the kiss, head back and eyes flashing. ‘Joe, 
Joe, Joe,' she 
crooned huskily. She fell back on the bed. 'Touch me 


everywhere! Do, 
whatever comes into your luscious head!’ 


He. wasn't to know she was permitting him a limited 
time for 
inexperienced caresses. He quickly ¿dropped his hands 
from her 
gorgeous breasts and began to stroke her belly, lower, 
across the thick 
hair.:. lower... between her parted thighs until.. 


‘Here, let me show you what | really like. She took his. 
hand and 
gave him his first genuine lesson. She gasped and moaned 
and writhed 
as she guided his fingers over her secret, moist flesh; As 
she cajoled ' 
him into arousal with her other hand. As she brought him 
down on her. 
and kissed him with all the wicked passion of 
abandonment............... 


Joe didn't want these golden moments to end. When 
she helped 
him mount her and wrapped her legs around him and 
expertly placed 
him inside her, he imagined that this was road's turning 
point. The 
finalising of pleasure. He surely couldn't be for her-a. 
grown woman, 
A widow. 


He was! Little did he know that his very youthfulness 
and 
inexperience served to make him a more substantial 
lover than all those 
who had entered before. She couldn't contain herself. 
She screamed 


instructions, hurled expletives of sheer joy and threshed 
dementedly 
beneath his straining, energetic body. 

‘Joe, Joe .. . JOE! YESSSSS 

Her climax engulfed him in its totality, its searing heat. 
She clung 
to him, fingernails raking his back. She implored him to join 
her. To 
let go. . 


His orgasm drained him, but merely whetted her appetite. 
He 
collapsed on her heaving, contorting flesh - sucking air into 
his tortured 
lungs. 


‘Joe, it was terrific!’ she said softly. 

‘Yeah!’ He had the satisfaction of agreement. 

‘Can you...? 

He wasn't sure he could. 

‘By this time next week you'll be as bad as me, she 


whispered, 
doing her best to inflame him anew. 


| wonder if I'll live that long, he thought and blotted out all 
but the 
most necessaly, vital brainwork. He had to get it right, 
perfect for her. 


For him. For them ... 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


HER full name was Aileen Bryce. Her late husband had a 
Scottish 
connection although she herself had been born in East Ham. 
' She 
worked off and on - mostly off - as a cleaner for a local 
engineering 
. company. She objected to being called, a Mrs Mop, 
preferring to state 
she had gainful employment in the firm's sanitary 
department. 


Before she reached her twentieth birthday, she carried a 
drink 
problem like a stone weighing her down. She married after a 
night in 
bed with Alex Bryce and spent five horrible years trying to 
fight him 
off. Her husband, she informed Joe, had been a drunk and a 
sadist, a 
layabout and pervert , in many ways. She didn't tell him 
what kind of 
perversions Alex had enjoyed, but Joe formed certain 
opinions for 
himself. 


Over the five weeks he'd been in London the relationship 
between 
Aileen and himself grew and grew until she considered him 
as a lover, 
not a pupil. He had matured far beyond his wildest dreams. 


Physically, 
he was capable of anything a man ten years his senior could 
manage. 


Also, the longer he stayed with Aileen the more Joe 
became aware 
of the neighbourhood. There was something about Plaistow 
that struck 
chords in him; not memories, he knew, for he had not been 
within fifty 
miles of London in his entire life before. Yet. .. 

Aileen suggested it came from his parents. A womb 
memory. Joe 
wasn't sure. He didn't think her explanation covered his 
unease, his 
sensations when walking past a pub or seeing a bakery ora 
park. It 
went deeper. Suspicions had been forming. Away from 
home, he saw 
certain aspects of his earliest life in a different light. He 
could associate 
and communicate with his mother if he had wished to 
involve himself 
in family affairs. But father remained distant, somehow less 
a part of 
his whole than a dad should. .. 


Hell, he wasn't getting anywhere! 


Luckily for him Aileen didn't insist on getting her rent. He'd 
contributed a majority of his stake but held back enough to 
make it 
possible for a moonlight flit if things didn't work out with 
her. 


Joe figured he was paying his way. Aileen was a very 
demanding 
woman. Her obsession with him practically exhausted him. 


If he'd been working, he'd have fallen asleep on that job! 


The house was still as dirty and tatty. Joe loathed her 
house yet he 
refused to muck in and clean up. He believed a man 
shouldn't wash 
dishes, scrub floors or make beds. And Aileen encouraged 
this idea. 
He was her 'pet', her plaything to be loved to distraction. 


Kids belonging to the Plaistow assortment came in all 
Shapes and 
sizes. Joe got to know some intimately. He enjoyed the 
company of his 
own age group, give or take five years on the older side. 
Three doors 
from Aileen's home the clan Martin battled for gossip 
Supremacy, and it 
didn't surprise Joe to learn that Sidney Martin resided in 'The 
Scrubs’. 
That Mrs Martin, a sturdy female in her middle forties, held 
her court 
in the nearest local. That Sid Martin, sixteen and into punk 
rock, was 
the erstwhile leader of a gang going under the name 
Easters. That 
Betty Martin, nineteen, sexy and fond of speed, flashy cars 
or 
motorbikes, gave free lessons to every budding Romeo. 


Aileen warned Joe about the Martins, especially daughter 
Betty. 
‘They're dangerous,' she said. 'The police are always 
knocking on their 
bloody door. If you want a disease then Betty's where it's 
at.' But Joe 
discounted Aileen's remark about Betty. She certainly 


appeared cleaner 
than his landlady-sleeping partner. 


One evening, the start of his sixth week at Number 16, Joe 
glanced 
up from watching telly and saw Sid Martin's mob saunter 
past the 
window. He felt an urge to get out on the streets again, he 
switched off 
the set and flung a jacket over his shoulder. Aileen was 
doing her thing 
with the pub crowd and Joe reckoned it was high time for 
him to step 
out, too. 


Sid swung round at the sound of Joe's footsteps. He had a 
small 
golden ring through his left ear, his brown hair streaked 
white in 
places, wore a golfing jacket decorated with slogans 
extolling the 'Sex 
Pistols' and 'Lay off Sid Vicious - or else!' and walked 
soundlessly in 
his thick-soled sneakers. 


Joe grinned, asked: 'Mind if I join you?' 


Sid sneered, sweeping Joe's gear with a dismissing gaze, 
‘You're not 
our type, mate!’ 


Joe glanced at the rest of the gang. With one startling 
exception 
they did not run to punk standards. ‘You've got variety, Sid. 
I'm not so 
bad when you get to know me!’ 


‘That's, it, mate -1 ain't gettin’ to know you!' Sid laughed 
at his wit 
and prepared to shove off. 


Talk didn't solve anything in this kind of situation and Joe 
took the 
direct approach. He simply kicked Sid in the balls and, as 
the other 
doubled, smashed him in the mouth with hard knuckles. 


The gang shuffled collective feet. A few fists formed down 
by sides, 
out of sight. None of them matched Joe for size or weight. 
And, 
anyway, the jungle law said that a battle for gang 
leadership was a fight 
between contenders only. 


Joe bent over Sid as thé Easter hunkered on the pavement. 
‘| didn’t 
want to do that,' he said. 'And | ain’t interested in going the 
whole hog 
in a takeover bid.’ 


Sid's eyes were vicious glaring up at Joe. 'Mate,' he 
wheezed, a 
Smear of crimson at the corner of his lips, 'you'll pay! You'll 
fuckin' 
pay! 

Allowing the others to grasp his dilemma, Joe hesitated 
before 
snarling: 'Okay, Sid, you've thrown down the bleedin’ 
gauntlet.' He 
measured the punk rocker with street-brawling coldness 
and planted a 
haymaker to Sid's nose. He felt gristle move, blood warm 
his fist. He 
didn't stop there. The defeat had to be total. Sid was 
spluttering, 
coughing. Joe's toecap dug into the youth's belly, the follow- 


up knee 
Surging inwards to re-bend the bloody nose. 


A murmur of approval rippled through the watching gang. 


Joe had seen his next trick on the box. He cupped both 
hands and 
clapped them over Sid’s ears .. . The sound came as 
thunder. The 
reaction came louder. Sid screamed, eyes wide and rolling. 
His face 
contorted into sheer agony - and he flopped to the gutter. 


Something about Sid's writhings frightened Joe. He bent 
and asked, 
'You Okay?’ 


Sid didn't reply. Didn't do anything except moan ina 
most horrible 
way. 

Then Joe saw the tiny drops of blood - oozing from Sid’s 
ears. 


'Christ!' he moaned. 


The gang member who dressed in punk, gear gasped. 
‘Jesus, he's 
bloody dyin'!' 

Another backed away, pale and nervous. 'Get him to the 
hospital 
mate,' he advised - and fled. 


Joe hoisted the stricken Sid on to a. shoulder and began 
walking . 
back towards Aileen's house. Hospital be damned! He 


recalled hist, 

experience in a hospital and the questions they asked. He 
wasn't about / 

to make it easy for the fuzz to lock him up. He couldn't 


take any 
chances - his parents must surely have reported him 
missing! 

Aileen returned from the pub feeling light-headed. 
There'd been a 
bloke after her, a big guy with hairy forearms and small 
hips. - A geezer 
with a bankroll to choke a horse. A spender. He'd given 
her the old 
line: he'd treat her right if they lived together. He'd rent a 
room from 
her and pay whatever she asked. But he just had ,to love 
her up that 
night, he couldn't wait, she was so attractive,, so exciting, 
so seductive. 


Aileen wasn't born yesterday and knew what the guy 
wanted most - 
‘a screw, a meal and farewell my lovely. She had her Joe - 
faithful, 
loving, young and energetic Joe. She told the bloke , 
where to go and 
how to do it. But she felt terrific. She usually did when the 
men made, 
a fuss of her. . 


Her eyes fastened on Joe and she whispered in her husky 
voice, 'You 
gorgeous bastard! Come on, upstairs!’ Joe gestured to the 
sofa. 


Aileen took one look and yelled, .'What's happened?’ 


Joe explained quickly. Sid's eyes, were closed but the 
awful noises 
coming from his throat never ceased. 


‘Christ, Joe, | don't like it,' Aileen said finally. She couldn't 
have 
cared less about Sid Martin's condition. She worried only 
for Joe. 


'1 think his eardrums are bust,' Joe said. 


‘That bloody telly,’ Aileen raged. 'Why do. you kids have 
to try; ; 
everything you see on the fuckin' box?’ 


'| didn't mean to!' 


‘No Joe, none of you ever do,' the woman wailed, sex 
forgotten. 


She examined Sid, disgusted by the violence used on him. 
She 
couldn't begin to understand what drove today's youngsters 
down the 
path of violence. All the excuses made, by social workers 
and 
do-gooders fell short by a million light years. Her generation 
hadn't 
used guns to shoot down innocent bystanders or policemen, 
and they'd 
been brought up in the immediate aftermath of the bloody 
war. She'd 
known poverty, dole queues, drunkenness and battering. 
She'd been 
screwed early, and often - nearly raped several times by 
over-zealous 
guys. All that and no desire to inflict pain and suffering on 
her fellow 
man or woman. 


‘How's he look?' Joe asked anxiously. 


‘Bloody pathetic,’ Aileen replied. She spoke to Sid whose 
eyes were 


now open and wildly staring. 'Can you hear me?’ Sid saw 
her mouth 
moving but no sound reached him. 


‘Sid. Bleedin' talk to me!' Aileen gestured frantically to 
convey her 
mounting concern. 


Sid stared blankly. 


Aileen raced into the kitchen. She found a grubby 
envelope and 
pencil and scribbled a message. She returned to the front 
room and 
stuck the envelope beneath Sid's nose. His eyes searched it 
- and he 
groaned pitifully. He grabbed the pencil from her fingers and 
wrote: Is 
there something wrong with your ears? 


Sid handed the envelope back. He'd replied: Can't hear! 
Help! 

‘Right,’ Aileen declared firmly; some of her panic 
evaporated. 

She wagged a finger at Joe. 'He's going to the hospital!’ 

‘He'll tell 'em it was me!’ 

'He won't! Sid's not a grass!’ 

‘He's got to give 'em a'name.' Joe insisted. 


Aileen silenced him with .a glare. 'You stay here. I'm going 
to 
speak to his mum!’ 


Joe couldn't remember a situation like this. In his crowd 
nobody 
went to see anybody's mother. Kids fought it out alone, 
went through 
the anguish of a beating alone. 'He. won't like that,' he said, 


pointing to 
Sid: 
'He hasn't got a say,' Aileen stated. 'Nor have you!' She 
shook her 
head in dismay and left ... 


No matter what comer he was ever pushed into, Joe 
Watson 
wouldn't resort to using cupped hands again. A bloke's ears 
were 
forever sacrosanct in his personal book. Poor Sid Martin. The 
poor 
bastard would have the greatest difficulty hearing again... 
even with 
an aid. 


One thing came out of the fight though: Joe assumed 
leadership of 
the Easters. He renamed the gang. He loathed Easters; it 
reminded 
him of Easter and church-going. And it lacked imagination, 
something 
he wouldn't tolerate. His choice of name appealed to the 
rest, and now 
Joe headed the Plaistow Pirates. Timmy Warren got a kick in 
the arse 
when he laughingly told Joe, 'We're the bleedin’ Pee-Pees!' 


Aileen respected Joe's freedom. She couldn't expect to 
keep hima 
love-prisoner. He came home every night and that satisfied 
her... in 
more ways than one. And, since he started running around 
the streets, 
he made contributions to the household. Meat, vegetables, 


miscellaneous groceries. She didn't ask questions. She 
sussed he was 

nicking like crazy from the High Street supermarkets. He'd 
told her 

how he came to have the money for his London adventure - 
a 

confession delivered in the middle of a sex session. She 
personally 

frowned upon theft as a means of existence and yet, she 
argued with 

herself, wasn't she also guilty. She was stealing his physical 
prowess. 

She nicked his youthful energies and enthusiasms for 
private, selfish 

gain. That constituted theft, too. 


Joe enjoyed his new-found freedom. He didn't have to think 
about 
schooling for no truant officer or headmaster came knocking 
on 
Aileen's front door. He sometimes felt low when he allowed 
thoughts 
of his mother to infiltrate the chaotic jumble of plans 
formulating in his 
active brain. He worried about her; not a lot, but some. 


A small shopkeeper gave Joe a job. It didn't amount to 
much and 
the pay was poor. But he wasn't required to produce an 
insurance card 
and what he was paid had no deductions. His take-home 
wages came 
to between £20 and £25 per week. For this he slaved, and 
how! The 
shop-owner believed in getting blood from a stone. Joe 
slogged away 
under the weight of potatoes, canned goods, crates of veg 


and soap 

powders in a dark storeroom behind the shop. He delivered, 
he ran 

messages to the bookie and the pub, and acted as Man 
Friday in every 

Capacity. He worked ten hours a day, Monday to Saturday, 
but he 

reckoned it was a jump ahead nonetheless. He didn't steal 
from the 

shop - shitting in one's nest wasn't Joe's method. His white 
smock 

looked like those worn in one of the supermarkets and Joe 
found it 

relatively easy to cart off what he and Aileen needed in the 
guise of 

staff helping a customer carry a heavy box to a waiting car. 


The gang admired Joe's originality, his bravado. Even Sid, 
quite 
content to take second place, had to admit that ‘Joe's the 
greatest! 


With bread in his kick, Joe looked forward to change. He 
had plans 
for a move, for a younger bird, or four, and a pad he could 
call his 
home. His ideas were larger than life as seen through any 
other 
thirteen-year-old's eyes. He had, except when screwing 
Aileen, stopped 
thinking about his age, for he'd told no one else. He 
accepted there 
were things he just could not do because .of his age, like 
getting decent 
employment with a legitimate company, applying for credit 
or offering 
references. He had to be extra careful when confronting the 


fuzz. He'd 

come to accept the fact that he was circulated as missing, a 
runaway or 

a thief. But the Smoke hid his sort. Sheltered criminals, 
tourists; 

racketeers, business men; dope addicts, importers; 
dropouts, students, 

whores and housewives under its canopy of hugeness - 
strangers 

passing in unfriendly silence, anonymity and constant 
change. People 

in London didn't stop and stare, they acted is if nothing 
should happen 

to anyone outside their own, tight little circle. No one gave a 
damn 

about his brother or sister. Oh, charities collected fortunes 
from caring 

souls but they were safely locked in homes protected by 
alarm systems 

and butlers. 


Aileen became aware of Joe's attitude towards her. She 
hadn't 
wanted to notice a difference in him. He was still her young 
thing, her 
nightly saviour. She could easily find another man for what 
she offered 
was always in demand. But finding a Joe, a willing pupil to 
cater for 
her sometimes inventive lusts wouldn't be a matter of 
opening the door 
and inviting a cocky kid inside. 


One night, on her bed, his hands doing wonderful 
crawlings over 
her moist flesh, she asked: 'Are you completely happy with 
me, Joe?’ 


'Yeah!' he replied, exploring. 
‘You haven't been screwing Betty Martin, have you?’ 


Joe thought: Chance would be a fine thing! He said aloud: 
‘Where 
the hell would | find the pep-pills to make me a superstud?' 


‘You don't seem as fresh as you once were,' Aileen said, a 
note of 
complaint in her voice. 


‘Would you if you humped bleedin' spuds all day?’ 


Her fingers worked through his hair and hinted what she 
wanted 
him to do next. He obliged, gladly. 'I'm sorry, Joe. | like us 
being 
together... doing this... and, oh, that!’ 


Joe concentrated on pleasing her to the fullest. For the 
remainder of 
this night he would not, think of anything except her body, 
her passion, 
his gratification... 


CHAPTER NINE 


LOTTIE WATSON stared at a framed photograph of heir 
son and 
wept. Whatéver had she done to deserve this? Joe hadn't 
been the kind 
of boy to express affection, she knew that. But just having 
him around, 
under her eyes and feet, had been something. Arid how 
Victor was : 
impossible! Since Joe took off, her husband had 
undergone a dramatic 
change. Broody and withdrawn, he seldom mentioned 
love-making, 
and that signified some deep torment and, she felt, an 
urge for freedom. . 


Once a week, Lottie contacted the local police. Every 
telephone call 
led to the same answer: 'No tracé of your son, Mrs 
Watson! Sorry: .:' 
Were they even looking for him? she wondered. She'd 
begged and- 
pleaded with Victor to take a couple of days off work and 
go with heir to; 
London, or Birmingham, or Bristol. All she wanted was 
company as 
she trudged the streets. Not that she had a premonition 
that by being in 
. a particular city she would find Joe; but it was better to 


do something 
constructive. 


She smashed a fist into her other palm. Damn Joe! 
Hawkins, of 
course! Joe Hawkins..:.' 


She got up and started to fumble in a drawer. She 
extracted old. 
newspapers, their edges frayed: and the pages browned 
by time's 
passing. She sat down at the kitchen table to read. 

A faint ray of hope burned in her breast when she finally 
replaced 
the newspapers in the same drawer and buried them 
beneath tablecloths 
and dish-towels. She had made notes and she scanned 
these. > 


Joe Hawkins - born in London's East End - Plaistow - 
football 
fanatic - gang leader. ^ etc. . 


Leaning back, she concentrated on Joe Hawkins; ' what 
little she. 
knew about him from personal contact and : the. 
newspaper image. 
Then, she allowed her mind free rein and tried to see Joe, 
her son, 
against the background of his father. 


Victor or no, she was going, to visit London. She felt sure 
that Joe 
the offspring had been mysteriously drawn towards his 
father's old 
stamping ground 


Listening to Lottie's case, Victor scowled. He didn't care a 
hoot 


what had happened to Joe. Frankly, he was rather pleased 
to be rid of 

the bastard. Unfortunately, the boy's running away hadn't 
come soon 

enough. If only- Joe had done a bunk before Lottie had been 
gang-banged! He visualised the sort of life they'd have had 
without 

bleedin’ Joe buggering up the works. 


‘Will you come with me?' Lottie asked when she finished 
her 
explanation. , 

‘No!' That was flat enough. 

'Vic, please try to understand ... ' 

‘Oh, | do!' he grated. 'We're man and wife but | don't get 
my rights, 
Well, Lottie, no fucking, no looking!’ 

‘You bastard!’ 


‘No, Joe's the ruddy bastard,' he stated viciously. Tm only 
the 
muggins who tried to become a father arid a friend. I'm the 
idiot he 
rejected and preyed upon. ' 

‘I've promised to repay every penny,'. Lottie interrupted. 


, And I'll ask again - with what? The housekeeping | give 
you?’ 


Lottie wanted to bash him. 
'He took off leaving a helluva debt, Lottie!’ 


She nodded. Victor's often quoted list of household 
contents 
including her scooter, which he'd bought as a birthday gift, 
came toa 
tidy sum. And Victor refused to add on those vases her 


mother had 

given to them. Then his features softened a trifle. His voice, 
too. 

‘Lottie, we're better off without Joe. We could maybe start 
sleeping 

together and, who knows, you'll get over your fear.’ ' 


'I won't, Victor. I'd rather turn lesbian than let another 
man, any 
man, you, touch me!' she vowed.. . 


‘Lesbian?' He sounded, shocked 'That'd mean going down 
for fun.’ 
He swore inwardly, 'But.. . I'm bloody lost... ' 


‘Only if | found myself unables to quell passion,’ she 
explained. 


‘And do you feel, you've got to have it sometimes?' He 
wanted this 
string to hang on to. 


'No! Not since! But. ..' / couldn't do it with a woman, she 
thought hurriedly. 


'Christ! You're sick!' He slammed a fist on the table. 'I can't 
stand 
this! I'm going to the pub!' He left quickly, avoiding her 
eyes. 


Alone, Lottie cried sobbing wildly. Joe, please, come home! 
Vic, 
please understand and help me! 


Victor Watson sat in a comer of the pub and sipped his 
beer. His 
mates were playing darts but in his mood he'd be an 
intrusion on their 


merriment. Shit on Joe Hawkins' bastard! That thought kept 
drumming at his brain! 


A pair of flashing legs crossed his field of vision and he 
lifted his 
gaze to consider full boobs in a too-tight white sweater, a 
rounded face 
where red lips parted and wide green eyes laughed. 


‘Jesus, she's askin’ for it,’ one of Victor's mates whispered 
as he 
came to the table for his pint. 


‘Yeah, and I'd like to give it to her!' 


The girl stood at the bar with a group of people. They were 
on 
Shorts or wine and one bloke kept the party rolling by 
continuously 
dipping into his pocket and giving the birds in his range a 
lengthy look 
at the wad of tenners he carried. Although Victor hated this 
brand of 
exhibitionism he had to admit that the guy didn't seem to 
begrudge 
forking out for one round in two. 


'His mate came back for another swig. Victor asked: 'Can't 
you take 
the bleedin’ stuff with you?' 


‘Jesus, you're a pain in the ass and - no, | bloody can't! This 
is my 
only chance to get a look at 'em!' He used his eyes to 
indicate the girl 
and her companions. 


‘What'd your missus say if she caught you?’ 


‘Good luck,' the man grinned. 'She's up like a bloody 
balloon seven 


months preggers!’ 


‘Now you want to put a bun in her oven, eh?' Victor had 
the same 
wish. 


‘I'd settle for a grope.' 
‘Frustrated and nuts!' Victor said. 


Then he caught the girl's eye and winked. To his utter 
amazement 
she winked back. Christ, I've scored! he thought. His mood 
underwent an immediate reversal and he began to smile. 


She wouldn't be bad. She had everything Lottie had and it 
was 
younger, fresher, less used. He felt like a traitor. Lottie'd had 
a bad go, 
but. .. she shouldn't have made him suffer! 


He got to his feet and ambled across to the bar ... 


Joe winked at the girl and waited until she smiled before 
asking: 
‘Another?’ 


She spoke with a posh accent, something no one heard 
much in 
Plaistow. 'Rum and Coke, thanks. ' 


Joe ordered, wondering what Aileen would say if she could 
see him 
now. It was his love-teacher's fault that he'd taken to drink. 
Her and 
that bloody gin! He wasn't quite sold on booze nor the 
cigarettes he 
carried for social occasions. It took time to get an urge for 
those 
pleasures adults called necessities. 


‘Do you live hereabouts?' the girl asked. 


‘Yeah!' He hated admitting it. She appeared so West Endish 
and 
proper-educated. 


‘My father was born here.' She laughed, a soft tinkling. 
‘Surprised?! 

‘Bleedin' stupefied,' he replied. He paid for the drinks. 

‘Dad had a market stall. He's Jewish. ' 


‘You don't look like a Yid.' Joe remarked, studying her. She 
hada 
clear complexion, hazel eyes, strawberry hair. 


‘Mother's from Finland, a Lutheran. ' 


Joe hadn't the faintest idea what a Lutheran was - it could 
bea 
Lapland disease for all he knew or cared. His gaze travelled 
down past 
ripe lips and white teeth to a lovely throat, small but jutting 
tits riding 
free inside a silk blouse, trim hips covered by a swirling skirt 
and nice 
legs. 

‘You appreciate my figure?' The girl kept smiling like a 
modern-day Mona Lisa, enigmatically. 


‘Swell,' Joe told her a la Hollywood movie of the Fifties. 
‘| hope I don't,’ the girl laughed. 


‘The beauty of being forty,' Joe quipped. 'They don’t yell, 
they don't 
tell, and sure as shit they don't often swell.' 


‘Crude but effective,' the girl said, frowning. 
‘My language isn't fit for human ears,' Joe said. 
‘I'd like a bag of crisps,' the girl requested. 


‘Know what I'd like?' he asked, placing coins on the bar and 
calling 
his order to the barmaid. 


'I can guess...' 


'What, then, if you're so smart?' He opened the crisps and 
left them 
close to her left hand. She didn't wear a ring, not on any 
finger. 


She leaned nearer to him and said in a stage whisper, 'My 
knickers 
off and your flies open.' 


'Now who's being crude? 1/ 


The barmaid had an elbow on the counter and kept 
looking at Joe. . 
He began to get the fidgets., Few people could age him 
correctly but 
there were those who had a strange insight into these 
matters: Like 
dialect-placers and thought-snoops. ' 


'Shall we sit down? There's a table . 


Joe forced a smile.’ 'Lei's not,’ he said. .'Let's finish our 
drinks and 
fu... er, pub crawl.' 


"You're worried about being here,' the girl said. She gazed 
into his 
face. 'You don't really come from Plaistow. 

‘Does it show?’ Joe asked, gulping his.booze, 
‘| suppose not.' The girl tilted her head back and drained 
her glass. 


‘| consider myself to be rather an expert, in placing bods. ' 


Not another one! Joe Was getting a bit fed up. . The gang 
were : 


Supposed to meet him. and they hadn't, showed. The 
barmaid was 

measuring him for a heave-ho, and this girl had to get into 
the act by 

sussing where he came from. 


They left the pub and angled across the street to another. 
The short 
walk didn't tire either of them nor did it give Joe a chance to 
clear his 
noggin. He realised he'd imbibed more than ,his share and 
when the 
new barmaid approached he went for a half-pint.- The girl 
stayed with 
her rum and Coke. 


‘Let me see,' she said over fresh drinks ahd ,seated ata 
table. Her 
eyes bored into his, moved to cheek-bones and chin. 
‘There's an East 
End cut to your features but those cheeks have the. glow 
of,a country 
upbringing. I'm terribly bad on Voices but you've a. slight 
Saxonish 


twist to certain words.¢ . 
‘Jesus wept,' Joe said. 
'Why?', 
‘Cause women wouldn't let matters rest!’ 
‘Sleeping dogs lie 
‘So do people! 


‘| do invariably,' the girl smiled. 'Daddy, says I'm,naturels 
liar. 


Joe had told some whoppers, tóo. Hé said: 'Were you.lying 
about, 


father being, Jewish?’ 
‘A white lie ' she admitted, pressing her knee against his 


under the 
table. She wore expensive, heady-light perfume, the typé to 


senda: 
man's nostrils in search of sweet-scent. and showered 


flesh. 'His father . 

was , a Jew, the orthodox variety. He had a. mistress 
though, and they 

had this bastard son who became my father.’ , . 


‘What's a Lutheran?’ Joe asked, slipping his hand down 
his thigh 
until his fingers played lightly on her knees. 

'A religious person belonging to the Lutheran Church, 
from Martin 
Luther, you know: ' 


Joe didn't know. Church-going and religious instruction 
left him 
cold. His fingers inched under her skirt. She didn't object 
so he went 
straight up... up to the leg circles of her knickers ... 


‘I'm told you can feel everything through my briefs,’ she 
said. 


He tried. 'You're bloody right!’ 
‘Like?’ 
'Yeah!' He, made sure, they were unobserved. 'You could 


feel my 
everything right now, too.' 


Her arm vanished beneath the table and her hand went 
unerringly to 


his rigidity. She sighed. 'So right, sir. | am pleased. 


‘| can't invite you to my pad,' Joe said, eager for a lay. 
‘| have my car parked nearby! 
‘A bloody Mini?’ 


‘Actually, no, it's a Datsun! Only the Japanese buy a Mini 
for what 
we are going to do!' She removed her hand and 
deliberately removed 
his. ‘Shall we dance?’ 


Joe fiddled with his drink. 'Wait a mo until I'm fit to stand 
up.' 

‘Ah, the disadvantage of being a male member . . of the 
human 
race!' 


She could have fun whatever way it gave her kicks, as far 
as Joe was 
concerned. Always providing she wasn't a tease and came 
across. He 
probably had the true measure of her as an upper-class, 
bored bitch . 
slumming for a thrill. A bird sick of pampered guys who'd 
treat her 
gentle and talk with a mouthful of plums. A dish willing to 
be stirred 
vigorously in the hope of making it better than ever 
before. A bit 
seeking rough stuff. 


‘| like it different ways,' Joe mentioned. 

‘I've tried most,' she admitted unashamedly: \ 

‘This should be-interesting.'. 

‘Positively entertaining,’ she agreed. 'Ready?' 

'Yes r and yes.' He got to his feet and glanced down. 
‘It doesn't show, ' the girl smiled, joining him.. 


‘But you'll do your best to bolster its confidence?’ 


‘Indubitably!' She took his arm and chuckled throatily. It 
was 
going to be a truly grand night... 


CHAPTER TEN 


FROM the top deck of a London Transport bus, Lottie 
Watson 
watched the buildings get more decrepit and the streets 
less attractive. 
She understood that large cities came into being because 
people 
congregated there and people required factories and the 
like if they 
were to earn the wherewithal necessary for the daily 
bread. But she 
could not grasp the thinking behind a person's lack of 
interest in his 
property. Why anyone let their premises get into such a 
dirty state was 
beyond her reasoning. 


She had visited London years previously. She had seen 
Whitehall 
and Horseguards Parade and had been to check her wrist 
watch against 
Big Ben's hands, marvelled at the posh cars sweeping past 
a couple of 
ordinary policemen into Buckingham Palace, and taken a 
ride ona 
Thames steamer. Harrods had frightened her, because she 
couldn't ever 
in a month of blue Sundays afford their prices. Eros hadn't 
appealed, 
either, as the hippies round its base gave her the creeps. 


Hippies - that 
showed how long ago it was since her last sightseeing 
visit! 

The East End had remained a mystery district until today. 
Now, as 
the bus took its convoy sweet time between stops and fare 
stages, she 
began to realise what had made Joe Hawkins the outcast 
he'd been. If 
only Victor had relented and come with her. She guessed 
he was 
thinking of divorce. Victor's late nights and lack of interest 
in her 
naked body were clues to another woman in his without- 
her world. She 
didn't mind him having it off. He was, after all, human. A 
man, nota 
bloody monk. She wished her mind would let her climb into 
bed with 
him and thresh beneath his grunting, labouring weight. But 
she 
couldn't. Wouldn't ever! 


To hell with Victor! If he wanted rid then he was welcome 
to try.. 
She'd demand half of everything they owned: bank 
balance included. 
She'd force him to sell the house and hand over half the 
proceeds. She 
didn't intend to become the late Mrs Watson, not even the 
former Mrs 
Watson, without a struggle. 


Joe, where are you, Joe? Don't bloody be here! 


She shuddered as men and women spilled from a pub. It 
was 


closing time and the drinkers looked lost. Deprived. 
Sozzled. You're 
not drinking, are you, Joe? You're too young for that, Joe! 


Young women and girls walked the paper-littered street. 
Some 
seemed decent. Some sauntered in cheap display, almost 
offering their 
wares to each male passer-by. Joe, not sex! Not with girls 
like... She 
closed her eyes as a teenager and her boyfriend darted into 
a doorway 
for a fast fumble. How disgraceful! How bloody disgusting! 


But... 


She sensed - what? The feeling multiplied into urgency. 
She 
jumped to her feet and hurried towards the stairs. Perhaps .. 


She dared not hope! Dared not trust her emotions! No, she 
had to 
stay calm and pretend that this was just another 
sightseeing trip. That 
Joe hadn't run away and could be somewhere in this warren 
of streets. 


She got off the bus and began to walk... 


‘Are we gonna chat up any birds, Joe? 


Joe shrugged, slid open a carriage door. 'Maybe after the 
disco, 
Fred. Get in.' He stalked down the carriage, taking a window 
seat. 
One elderly man at the far end glanced fearfully over his 
evening 


newspaper and hurriedly buried his nose in the latest oil 
price scare. 

Like so many people, he figured that what couldn't be seen 
wouldn't 

come to hurt him. 


Slowly at first, then gathering speed, the train moved out 
of the 
station. Joe accepted the conditions with fatalism. The dirty 
Carriage 
reflected the sickness called London Transport's staff 
Shortages. Yet 
the dole queues grew. Graffiti on the advertisements 
amused Joe. His 
mates were less interested. They wanted action with a 
capital 'A'. He 
had to admit that they'd taken his decision to visit the West 
End 
without question. Usually they argued and formed sides 
when he 
suggested they venture forth from Plaistow's heartland. Not 
this time, 
though. 


Joe sat by himself. A leader had that God-granted right. He 
scanned the ads and the felt-tipped additions . . . One for 
donations for 
one-parent families had this: 'Mary is the patron saint of 
one-parent 
families.’ Another touting the LEB said: 'Think electric: Give 
the 
missus a shock. Get a mistress!' He liked the travel poster's 
witty 
scribble: 'Casanova was the original organ-grinder!4 And 
the bare wall 
plea: 'Liberate women! Give 'em squatter's rights!’ to which 
someone 


had added: 'Have a whale of a time - but conserve your 
sperm!’ 


Fred switched seats. ‘Jesus, | get restless on the 
Underground. ' 


‘Save your twitching for the dance,' Joe advised. He 
smiled, 
‘Where'd you bleedin’ buy that gear?’. 


Fred frowned in annoyance. He'd spent a bomb on his 
natty cravat 
and dazzle shirt 'Me sister works for a sweatshop :.. ' 


'If that's what they flog she won't have a job for long. 
Fred shifted seats again, away from Joe's critical gaze. 


Joe’ felt swish in his new gear. He liked to think of himself 
asa 
model Mod dresser. None of the guys at the disco would 
match him for, 
class. From what he'd seen of the creeps who paid for a 
frisk and 
sometimes tit-brush around Leicester Square, he'd knock 
the birds for 
six-and sex. 


The train pulled into Embankment. They got off- felt 
Staff eyes 
follow them all the way from the station. Joe tensed. Td 
like to kick. 
the shit out of those bastards! 


Paul Carson grabbed his arm. 'Fuck ’em, Joe;. let's not 


have any 
aggro here! 


Fred agreed. 'Yeah, screw 'em, rotten bunch of cunts!’ . 


Joe gave way. Not because his mates said so. He 
anticipated some ' 


action at the disco, and the cooling-off sentences 
provided that, time 

lapse for him to realise that a fight now could ruin thé 
bigger arid better 

bust-up. . He hadn't filled in his gang. Didn't intend doing 
so. He 

wasn't proud Of the way he'd turned turkey and flapped 
his wings down 

Chairing Cross Road with a howling mob of bikers in close 
pursuit. 


Bikers! He'd seen them park their machines and tidy up 
before 
doing their strut. Before going into the disco. Well, he'd 
bleedin' show 
them what a Mod could do. And if they wanted aggro, 
why bovver him 
- they'd get it! 


Bright lights filled the,. Square; People converged from a 
dozen 
directions .and joined the throng already , there. A street 
musician tried 
to make himself heard above the traffic's dull roar! He. 
hadn't the blow 
or suck for his mouth-organ to get past the muffled stage, 
Nobody gave 
him a penny. A hot-dog salesman watched an 
approaching copper with 
that, furtiveness Of one caught in the act. Joe, for once, 
didn't blame the 
-fuzz for being on the ball. Personally, he wouldn't buy a 
dog from-the 
bloke - he imagined germs leaping upwards from thé soft 
roll. as 
unwashed hands that recently held a prick held the bun. . 


Christ, and 
the prices! 


A pair of heavies going under the name of bouncers; or 
security , 
men, thé new gimmick, frisked them one by one. Joe's 
instructions to 
leave the weapons at home paid off: none of them failed 
the check. 


‘Dirty swine,' Fred hissed, looking back at one bouncer. 
‘What'd he do? Feel your balls?' Paul asked. 

‘Yeah!' 

Paul laughed. 'Christ, he got a shock - half an ounce worth! 
‘You're dreaming,' Joe said, pushing Fred ahead of him. 


'He's bleedin' not,' Alan Lewis snarled. 'The same bloke felt 
me up!’ 


Joe marked the bouncer. He'd recognise the guy wherever 
he met 
him. Lesbians, though... Those pics in the last porn mag 
he'd seen 
hadn't been sickeningly obscene. In fact, he'd enjoyed the 
notion of 
watching a pair of birds getting it off together. According to 
that piece 
he'd picked up in the pub there wasn't any difference in the 
way it felt - 
from the bird's side of the thrill-orbit. He couldn't say - he 
wasn'ta 
bird. 


Inside, lights bounced off walls, floor, ceiling and dancers 
alike. 
Sound cascaded like Niagara Falls to a beat. A bloke in 
evening dress 
and wearing an eye-patch faded from the scene as a pair of 


coloureds 

took the spot. Joe watched in fascination. He didn't rate his 
talents 

highly and it gave him a genuine kick to see ability on show. 


'‘Bleedin' marvellous!' Fred enthused. 


‘If | did that I'd have me arse splitting up me belly,' Paul 
said. 

Joe joined a crowd of happy if less than expert gyrators. He 
kept 
scanning faces under the lights. Kept the gang on tap. 

The guy doing the between-disc chatter wasn't bad. Joe 
had heard 
some of the wisecracks back home so that made them 
corny. His mood 
left him short of laughs 


About an hour after they'd arrived, Joe spotted three guys. 
He 
sweated more than the duo from Ilford holding solo 
attention. He 
nudged Paul, said: 'Bikers!' 


‘So what?' Paul twisted and weaved. 

‘Fuck that,' Joe snarled. 'Those sods tried to do me.' 
Paul glared. 'We're not dancing - we're on a nimbler!' 
‘Yeah!' 

‘Well, sod you, too. I'm not getting my head kicked in!’ 


Joe placed his face close to Paul's. 'You chicken out and I'll 
flamin' 
pull your yellow guts up through your bleedin’ mouth! 

Paul said: 'Okay - aggro!’ 


The bikers sensed Joe's lot closing in on them. One, 
pimpled and 


dapper in white gear, bent and came up holding a blade. 
Fred hissed: 'Ten to one that bloody queer frisked him!' 


Joe promised the bouncer a kick in his sex life as they 
made an exit. 


Paul said: 'He ain't wearin' standard biker.' 
‘Let's turn it red,'. Joe suggested. 
‘To go with his black and blue skin,' Fred added. 


They spread into a fan-shaped wedge with Joe the apex. 
He licked 
his lips and concentrated on pimpled-face. He couldn't ask 
his mates to 
risk a gutting when he'd been instrumental in making the 
confrontation. He crouched, inched, forward. 


A pretty Pakistani bird in bright, skin-hugging gear saw the 
blade, 
did a double-take and screamed her head off. Like a scene 
froma 
disaster movie, the joint erupted. Girls who'd been snakelike 
writhing, 
and exhibiting their everything, joined the race for an 
Olympic hundred 
dash. Guys who liked to impress by nifty footwork showed 
that 
cowards, too, could be brave by punching paths through the 
female 
chaos. 


Joe wasn't bothered by the milling, yelling crowd. 


Pimpled-face definitely wasn't. That blade gave him carte 
blanche - 
except for Joe. 


‘Stitch' Hamey whooped, tore into three timid kids near 
him; boots 


finding their soft targets without much satisfaction gained. 
Joe cursed ‘Stitch’. Trust the bastard to widen the conflict. 


Paul made it simple for Joe. A fleeing bird had dropped her 
cape. 
Paul seized it, swung and let it float across pimpled-face's 
front. 


Joe dived - under the swishing blade. He clung to the guy's 
belt and 
hauled him down. It could have been curtains for Joe but 
Paul stomped 
on the bloke's arm, and Fred kicked the weapon away. 'He's 
yours, 
mate!' Paul yelled and landed on his arse as another biker 
caught him 
with a wicked uppercut. 


Joe got a knee beneath him, levered the biker upright. He 
didn't 
care if he killed the bloody guy. He wanted to hurt, to rid 
himself of the 
feeling within his chest, a feeling bordering on murderous 
rage. Like 
an automaton, Joe started swinging, throwing punches, each 
blow 
bringing him greatest satisfaction as the biker's moans of 
hurt rose 
above the screaming dancers. He wanted to keep on 
battering the biker 
but, somehow, the pleasure had ebbed since the other no 
longer tried to 
fight back, since the unresisting body had stopped moving. 
He let go, 
got to his feet and turned away in disgust. 


His ego felt some satisfaction. His pride intact. 


He gazed round the hall with dancers huddled against the 
walls and 
bouncers wading in to separate the fighters. He saw the one 
he was 
after and decided to go out with a bang. 


Paul, Fred and Alan joined Joe under the flashing lights. 


‘We don't offer any aggro,' Joe warned, knuckles sore and 
swelling. 
‘But we bloody get that queer bastard!’ 

They held arms out and made all the right motions. They 
had the 
act pat, and the bouncers scarcely paid any attention to the 
foursome. 
As the gay heavy marched past, Joe tripped him. 


Paul accidentally walked on the guy's groin. 


Fred fell over himself and his foot, heel first, naturally, 
happened to 
crunch down on the bloke's nose... 


Alan, polite as usual, bent to help the bouncer to his feet 
and 
misjudged the distance. His hard head finished off the nose. 
Joe, wishing to make this a 'family' assault, didn't pretend. 
He 
drove his toe into the man's balls and calmly aimed a blow 
at his throat. 


'He won't be able to speak for a fortnight,’ Joe chortled as 
they 
boarded the District Line. 

‘Wait until he tries to blow his conk,' Alan laughed. 


Paul said it for them all - whole and maimed: 'A bloody 
good show, 
chaps... here's to the next scrap!’ 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


DESPITE Aileen's warning, Joe insisted on taking the 
scooter out 
and going for a ride. He didn't agree with her that his father 
would 
make an issue about the machine. That was where he went 
wrong. 


He had become accustomed to passing policemen, 
watching for a 
recognition that never came. He grew unwary, and the 
worst sin of all 
for a man on the run or a kid who'd run away, he felt safe. 
Beyond the 
law's long arm. 


‘You're an idiot if you go,' Aileen said. 
‘Christ, my old man wouldn't grass on his own son.' 


‘You've a lot to learn yet, Joe,' she said from experience. 'If 
he 
wanted you back he'd tell the cops the licence number.' 


‘He doesn't care if | fry or freeze,' Joe stated. 


"Have it your way but don't blame me if it all turns sour!’ 
She began 
to walk away, hesitated. 'Try to get back before midnight. . .' 


Joe roared down the street, anger consuming him. He 
hated being 
told what or what not to do. So the fuzz could be waiting for 
a scooter 


with his plates. Surely not in London, though. With all the 
cars, 

motorcycles and scooters stolen every day within the 
Metropolitan 

Police area the chances of some lonely PC remembering his 
out-of-town 

number seemed too remote for serious contemplation. 


In all probability no one would have paid the slightest 
attention to 
his scooter if he had driven with due care and 
consideration. But his 
temper was peaking and when the elderly man stepped off 
the kerb to 
cross the road Joe gave him a sharp, long horn. O/d bastard! 
he 
thought. 


PC Raymond Ward had a different thought. He made a 
note of 
Joe's licence and called the local traffic division. The 
constable called 
Joe's action 'dangerous driving’, which it wasn't. But that 
false report 
started the ball rolling. 


Division had lists of stolen cars from all over the nation. 
The 
computer took precisely ten seconds to scan its memory 
banks and 
printed out the information which amounted to an 
apprehend and 
detain order. 


Joe meandered down this street, up that road, alongside 
this green, 
across that square. His mind wandered now that his temper 
had seen 


fit to cool down. Problems concerning Aileen had to be 
solved. The 

woman's bitching needed sorting out. He wasn't of 
marriageable age 

yet he felt trapped, confined to her bedposts. The shine had 
worn off 

Aileen and her brand of lovemaking. He needed youth to 
match his 

notions of challenge, ambition and future. He required a 
wider 

horizon, a definite role in the shape of events to come. He 
wouldn't 

always be a helper in some back-street grocery shop. He 
would reach 

the legal age when he could get employment and pay 
insurance and tax 


Bleedin' tax, who wants to pay that? He did - for a bloody 
good, 
logical reason! 


He came back on to the Barking Road. He'd ridden further 
than 
intended. What the hell, why should he worry? He didn't 
owe Aileen a 
damn thing. She owed him, in fact - he'd given her youth, a 
regular 
screwing. 


The panda came from a side street and drew up ahead of 
him, its 
motor ticking over. The two cops peered at his rear plate 
and checked a 
clipboard on the dash. Then the panda pulled into traffic, 
light 
flashing, speed gathering. Aileen had been right: they were 
on to him! 


He felt a moment's panic. He imagined arrest, being 
returned to his 
home and a brief, shattering court appearance before some 
miserable 
beak. Freedom was slipping from his grasp at thirty-five 
miles an 
hour! 


Not on your fuckin' nelly! he thought next. | won't give in so 
easily! 

He had one small advantage in that the scooter could go 
where a 
panda couldn't. He doubled on his tracks, waved to the 
panda crew in 
passing and entered a narrow lane he'd spotted. He gave 
the scooter its 
head, emerged on to another street running parallel to the 
Barking 
Road. He three times took left turns, now completely lost 
and without a 
sense of the direction he was travelling in. He tried to 
recognise places, 
streets, but failed to find one known landmark. 


Darkness swallowed scooter and Joe Watson. His headlight 
cut into 
the night, showing houses and people and precious little 
else that meant 
anything. He could have stopped and asked for directions. 
But he 
didn't. He was choked-up, afraid, if his mentality would but 
admit that 
dreadful fact. 


Some time after one in the morning he found himself 
facing a 
familiar sight: the docks. He'd gone way off course. Playing 


it by 

sight, Joe crawled back towards Plaistow and Aileen's 
reassuring 

embrace. He wouldn't argue with her about the scooter ever 
again. He 

wouldn't have the bleedin’ machine. 'There was this bloke 
who could 

flog scooters or hot cars. Mind you, the price was rotten and 
nowhere 

near what a legit dealer paid, but beggars can't be choosers 
and Joe was 

going to beg. He wanted rid of that scooter! 


Aileen didn't ask a question. She saw his face in the 
moonlight and 
recognised relief. He'd tell her the story, with 
embellishments soon as 
he found the courage to half-way say she'd got it right. 


‘I'm bleedin’ cold,' Joe said, getting into bed. 
‘There's away to warm up...’ 
He touched her breast. Cupped it. Squeezed it. 


She didn't complain. His hands were blocks of ice freezing 
her 
desire but once they warmed she'd soon recover the urge. 
‘Here let's see 
if this'll roast your nuts,' she laughed and grabbed him. 


Joe felt cheated. He counted the money in his hand and 
knew he'd 
been suckered into a deal. But when a guy's flogging a dead 
horse he 
can be sure he's going nowhere fast. Much as he wanted 
another 
scooter, he knew he couldn't afford one. Until then he'd had 


some kind 
of movement, that sensation of not being tied to either 
place or person. 


With wheels to hand a bloke could always up and away. 
Without 
wheels, he felt trapped. 


Joe stood at the Greengage and breathed in the polluted 
air. It was 
wonderful, if rotten for his lungs. This was his warren, his 
type of 
people. He could be king of all he surveyed here. His 
reputation kept 
growing. Not many dared challenge his authority. When he 
strode into 
a pub he got instant service. Rumour went the rounds. 
Gossip added 
medals to ordinary events. His mates helped no end. His 
Plaistow 
Pirates had a kind of godlike status down the streets, in the 
terraces. 
And Joe was their leader. 


His warren, his people... 


Why had he thought this? There wasn't a single square 
inch of 
London that could be called his. Yet, he'd given mental voice 
to 
ownership, association, belonging .. . 


Lottie Watson left her solicitor's offices feeling totally 
empty. 
Victor had beaten her to the punch and filed for divorce, on 
the grounds 
that the marriage had broken down and she, his wife, 


refused him his 
conjugal rights. When she reached home, Victor greeted her 
with a 


leer and a surprise. 'This is Ursula. She's staying here. 


Lottie sank into her rocking-chair without removing her 
coat. 
'Staying in my house? You can't be serious, Vic.' 


‘Oh, but | am,' her husband chortled. 'And if you hear the 
bed in 
Joe's old room squeaking you'll know what's up!’ 


Ursula laughed, a hand over her mouth like a child caught 
in a 
naughty act. 'Vic - you're a one!' 

'He's a one all right.' Lottie agreed. 'One rotten bastard!' 
She 
glowered at the other woman. 'l'Il give you one minute to 
get your cunt 
out of my house!’ 


Victor stepped forward, face red. 'Watch it, Lottie!’ 


‘No, you watch it! | don't give a shit if you want to screw 
that... 
that whore but she's not making a mockery of our marriage 
in our 
home. After we're divorced you can buy her a house, if 
you've any cash 
left!' Lottie had never sounded so positive, so firm. 


‘I'll wait outside,’ Ursula said. 
'Stay!' Victor snapped. 


‘All trained bitches obey their lord and master,’ Lottie 
remarked 
sarcastically. 


Ursula fled, leaving a waft of scent to remind Lottie of a 
famous 
victory. 


'She'll be back,' Victor threatened. 


‘Over my dead body ... 1 
If looks could actually slay she was dead. 


‘Victor, be sensible ...' Lottie removed her coat now and 
faced 
him. 'You didn't expect me to let her stay, did you?’ 


Yes! 


‘Then, you're a damned fool!' She paced back and forth. 
‘My son 
hasn't the common decency to contact me and you lack any 
decency if 
you think | could allow her to share you in one of my beds.' 


‘Must Joe rear his head?' Victor's hate boiled over. 'You 
never had 
a kind word from that boy. He treated you abominably, like 
dirt. Yet 
you can't bring yourself to forget. Oh, bloody no, you 
forgive. And 
me? I’m only a husband. A man who offered love, tolerance, 
sympathy, at a time when you could have been condemned 
as an 
unmarried mother. ' 


‘That's hitting below the belt,’ she complained. 


‘You don't even hit me below the belt,’ he spat. 'Below my 
belt is 
nothing in your eye. | haven't got a pr-' 

‘SHUT UP!' she screamed, hands over ears. 


He said 'Sorry' and followed Ursula in retreat. His sorrow 
came 


from the heart, a genuine sadness. He couldn't be anything 
but 


convinced of Lottie's illness now and the fact that neither 
he, nor any 


man, had a hope in Hades of helping in her recovery. 
Ursula asked, 'Well?' 


Victor stared at her, seeing her in a fresh light. 'Get bloody 
lost, 


sister! Go find yourself a guy who doesn't care about pox.' 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


ADVERTISEMENTS, paid for by the week, cluttered the 
newsagent's window. Joe's determination to locate new 
lodgings had 
reached desperation point. Standing outside the shop, he 
wondered 
why it appeared so necessary to get out from under Aileen's 
wings. 

Nothing had been said to make eviction a possibility. He still 
enjoyed 

laying her, having a permanent roof over his head, paying 
as much or 

as little for keep as he felt like. And also, Aileen didn't bitch 
half as 

much as his mother. 


Mother ... He wished he could get news of her, but he 
refused to 
make contact. The least she knew about his whereabouts 
the better for 
both. No, all he wanted was the knowledge that she was 
okay. Then he 
had an idea. He could order a copy of his local rag. Halfway 
into the 
newsagent's he paused. No, he couldn't order from here. 
Nor from the 
Fleet Street offices of the parent newspaper chain. His name 
could be a 
giveaway. There had to be some other way - and he'd think 


about it 
carefully before taking action. 


Joe read the ads next, scanning down each row. They 
covered a lot 
of ground. Cars, washing machines, cots, toys, prams and 
furnishings 
for sale. A woman willing to clean twice a week, a man 
available to 
garden, a youth wanting anything legal for a decent wage, a 
girl 
offering her evenings for baby-sitting. There were all kinds - 
frantic 
young marrieds seeking anything in the accommodation 
field, an 
elderly woman able to give room and board for a companion 
/ dog 
minder, a council house exchange for one in the country. 


None of the ads appealed to Joe and there was certainly 
nothing in 
the flat / room-sharing slot. He would have to look 
elsewhere, further 
afield. But not too far. He didn't want to lose touch with his 
mates. 


Wandering back to work, he thought about the problem 
some more. 
He had a new shipment of spuds to unload and stack. 


If the quantity of potatoes sold from his boss's outfit was 
any 
criterion then half the population of Plaistow was 
overweight. God 
only knew where the working men put all their boiled, 
mashed, 
creamed and fried! 


Mrs Tyler smiled at Joe. Her regular morning and afternoon 
shopping spree amused him. She loved a certain brand of 
old-fashioned sweets and bought a quarter twice a day. Joe 
had asked 
her once, why she didn't get a half pound in one go and 
been told that 
her addiction was such that she couldn't control the urge to 
nosh right 
through an entire bagful. He understood this - Aileen was 
the sort who 
didn't put a bottle down until it was drained. Maybe that's 
why I want 
new digs, he thought. She's hitting the gin harder, more 
often. 

Logically or illogically he blamed himself for her state. 


Mrs Tyler asked: ‘Are you still living with Mrs Bryce, Joe?’ 
'Yes.' 


‘She isn't a good influence.' she said with a motherly 
concern. 


‘Aileen's okay,' he laughed. 
‘She's, well, loose! If you were my grandson I'd rather you 
were 
with Mrs Dunn, ' the kindly, well-meaning busybody said. 
Joe couldn't put a face to that name. ’Mrs Dunn?’ 
‘Madge. She's looking for a new boarder. She lost Jack 


Cabot last 
month. ' 


'Where does she live?' Joe tried not to sound too 
enthusiastic. 


Mrs Tyler jerked a thumb over her shoulder. 'Round the 
comer. 
Anybody can show you where.' She bent slightly forward 


and peered. 
‘Are you... ?' 


Joe interrupted fast. He couldn't let Aileen get wind of his 
probable 
move until the deed was accomplished. A woman about to 
be scorned 
and spumed, and all that shit! 'Just curious, Mrs Tyler,’ he 
said. ‘Just 
curious.' He hurried out to his storeroom day-prison ... 


Madge Dunn's husband worked on oil tankers and spent 
most of his 
year sailing the high seas. A picture on the front room wall 
showed a 
squat, broad-chested man in his fifties holding aloft a can of 
foreign 
beer, with the superstructure of a ship in the background. 
He looked 
happy; the type of man who had a wife at home plus all the 
crumpet he 
could find in sleazy oil ports. 


‘Bert's always after me to move, Madge said, as she 
poured tea for 
them. 'He'd like a house close to the sea.' 


‘Why don't you?' Joe asked, accepting the weak brew. 


‘| couldn't,’ the woman replied. 'I was born here, in this 
very house. 
| couldn't leave. ' 


Joe's manners were impeccable. He wanted this woman to 
like him, 
to invite him into her spotless, comfortable home as a 
paying guest. 


‘It's a lovely house,’ he agreed. 'And your furniture is so 
good.' 


‘Thank you, Joe,' she said, beaming. 


They sipped tea. Joe kept a straight face although he 
wanted to spit. 
The tea tasted of shavings and reminded him of a gutless 
brew prepared 
by a miser. It didn't honestly surprise him for Madge had a 
reputation 
of watching every penny and buying the cheapest brands 
going. 
Rumour had it she would die a rich woman. He wondered if 
she kept 
the bread under a mattress or in a bank. 


‘They pay big wages on supertankers,' Joe remarked. 


Madge's features underwent dramatic change. Her eyes 
narrowed 
suspiciously. 'Bert doesn't mention his salary,’ she said. 
‘After tax he 
wouldn't earn more than a docker'. 


Joe laughed. ‘Sorry, Mrs Dunn, | wasn’t prying.’ 


She relaxed a trifle. In certain circles she could have been 
considered a middle-aged beauty. East End, hard-working 
circles. Her 
hands proved that she had definitely worked hard in her 
youth. There 
were some lines on her face as the result of worry and a 
tough 
upbringing. Her dark brown hair had grey strands but 
otherwise she 
gave the impression of someone now Satisfied with her lot 
and anxious 
to preserve what remained of a natural prettiness and 
Shape. She was 


average height, slender without being thin, and she dressed 
to 
accentuate her nice legs, moderate bust. 


She caught Joe's appraisal and fully relaxed. Her eyes 
twinkled. 
‘You've picked up naughty habits from living with Mrs Bryce,’ 
she 
accused jokingly. 

Joe shrugged. ‘Aileen isn't a bad sort.’ 

The throat clearing session Madge indulged in told him his 
opinion 
was not shared. 

‘She's a bit untidy but she has to work nights .. .' 

Madge frowned. 'l've seen her work. She nips out to the 
pub more 
than's good for her!’ 

‘She does like a drink,' Joe admitted. 

‘Do you drink?' Madge asked. 

‘Not much! 

‘And smoke?! 

'A few a day.’ 

‘Bert smokes. So did Jack... ' Her eyes misted. 'l enjoy the 
smell 
of pipe tobacco. ' 

‘| use cigarettes!’ 

‘They're all right," Madge smiled. 'And so is a drink 
providing it 
isn't addictive. ' 

Christ, she's going to be a Mother Superior! He began to 


have 
second thoughts about leaving Aileen. 


‘Can you afford fifteen pound a week?' Madge suddenly 
asked. 


'I could, + Joe said, stunned by the amount. 'That includes 
breakfast 
and a small evening snack.’ 


'Oh!' It made sense now. 


'1 don't want a large profit,’ Madge informed him. 'I take 
lodgers 
more for company than gain’ 

‘| keep late hours,' Joe mentioned. 

‘Youth must fling,’ Madge laughed. 


‘If you look me when would | move in?' Joe asked. 


'‘Tonight?+ 


‘|... ' Joe needed time to mollify Aileen. The weekend at 
the 
earliest, Mrs Dunn. ' 


‘Call me Madge and shall we say Saturday evening?’ She 
lifted the 
tea-pot and held it over his cup. 'Another?' 


‘I've got to run along,’ Joe told her, not wishing to punish 
his 
stomach. Til be here Saturday. ' 

‘And the rent is in advance,' Madge warned. 

Bloody hell! I've burned me buggering boats! 


Joe mused as he hurried from the house. He had a 
tormented brain. 
One section said, 'Hurray! Smart bastard!’ and another 
moaned, ‘Sod! 
You've screwed yourself!’ What bugged him most was how 
to tell 
Aileen. She'd blow her cool, for sure. She'd rage and scream 


and, 
maybe, spill the beans about his age and how he'd run 
away from home. 


It came as quite a shock when, waiting for a tirade, Aileen 
simply 
stated. 'Probably for the best, Joe, we've each got lives to 
lead.’ 


‘Ain't you cross?’ He didn't believe his ears. 
'A bit annoyed,’ she admitted. 

‘But | can leave?’ 

‘Could | stop you?' 

‘No!' He said that quickly. 


‘There, then!' She poured two drinks, one large, one small. 
Joe got 
the smallest. 'You aren't ever going to gladden some girl's 
heart, Joe. 
You're selfish, crooked and cold inside. As you grow older 
you'll get 
worse. If you're careful you may just avoid porridge but. . ' 
she sighed. 
‘Chances are you'll see the inside of a few nicks.’ 

‘Not me,' Joe swore. 

‘Talk,’ she said. She lifted her glass and eyed him with 
longing. 
‘To you - and me! If you feel like, well, let's say if we both 
feel like 
playing around at the same time .. .' 


His mind worked overtime. 'I can still. . .' 


‘Only when invited,’ she warned. 'No banging on my door 
and 
getting it. | make the decision when, and we chat.’ 


He sipped his drink, watching her over the glass's rim. 


‘Don't bloody worry,' she laughed bitterly. 'I couldn't shop 
you 
without getting collared for contributing. ' 


He felt better. He felt terrific. All his fears vanished and he 
even 
suggested: 'Fancy a last. . .?' 


‘Bugger off!' she snapped. 'You're no soldier deserving a 
farewell!’ 


He had more gear than when he arrived. 'Can | borrow 
your big 
Suitcase?’ he asked, standing at the foot of the stairs. 


‘| want it back,’ she said, hands on hips and eyes flashing. 
‘Christ, would | steal from - ?' 
‘You'd nick from a church, Joe Watson!’ 


He climbed the stairs, thoughtful. A church. Why hadn't 
that 
occurred to him? They had collections, silver and brass. 
They had - a 
Shudder went through him. No way,, man! Not a church! 
That was the 
lowest of the low. Besides, God was supposed to be 
everywhere. A guy 
had to count the odds calculate the percentages. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


ACCORDING to the gossips for three streets around, Madge 
Dunn 
had a nice nest-egg put away, stayed faithful to husband 
Bert and 
regulated her life along Christian lines. She was that rare 
individual, 
spotless and blameless. A woman of whom the 
neighbourhood 
mischief-makers said, 'She's not worth thinking about. ' 
Meaning, of 
course, they couldn't get the goods on Madge because she 
didn't doa 
blamed thing wrong. 


Within a week at Madge's, treated like a lord about an 
estate, Joe 
discovered what the gossips had not. Madge wasn't all blue, 
a yard 
wide and pure of spirit; Madge had weaknesses. She talked 
in her 
Sleep. And she liked to leave her bedroom door ajar. 


Joe went to the loo during the night of his sixth day new 
abode. He 
heard moans and believed Madge was in trouble. Then as 
he paused 
and strained his ears before bursting in on her, he heard... 


'No, Bert - don't!' 


For a few seconds he had the idea that the sailor husband, 
had 
come back. Butno... 


‘Not like that, Bert, take it slower.. .' 
Jesus, Joe breathed, he hasn't lost any time getting at it! 
‘Oh, Bert, yes... yes!’ 


Tiptoeing back to his room Joe left his hand on the door 
knob as 
long, ecstatic sighs sounded from Madge's bedroom. He 
wondered why 
dear Bert didn't grunt or heave around on the bed. Grinning 
to beat the 
band, Joe climbed into bed and lay with hands behind his 
head. Good 
old Bert! Every woman needs a bit of loving even if Madge 
did have 
long waits in between sessions. 


The morning of the seventh day Joe sat down to breakfast, 
in 
Madge's neat, modernised kitchen. The table was laid, as 
usual, for 
one. 


‘Isn't your husband eating with me?' he asked innocently. 


Madge glared at him. ‘Are you crazy?' she asked. ‘Bert's in 
the 
Gulf.' 


Joe looked bewildered. ‘But ... I'm sure - ' He shut his 
mouth 
abruptly. Bleedin' hell! 


‘Sure of what, Joe?' She didn't seem in the least bothered. 


‘Oh, it's just my imagination,' he lied easily. 'I thought | 
heard a 


man's voice during the night.’ 


‘Must be those Westlakes a few doors away,' Madge said, 
turning 
his bacon. 'They are a noisy crowd. ' 


You dirty old moo, Joe thought. I know what you were 
doing! And 
how! 


As he polished off his bacon, eggs, fried tomatoes and 
toast, Joe 


decided there wasn't a bleedin! woman alive who could be 
called one 

hundred per cent free from the sins of the flesh. He began 
to believe 

that even those devout churchgoers and great reformers 
suffered from 

what he named 'knicker-itch'. 


Passing Mrs Westlake leaning over her small, short wall 
with her 
tongue wagging sixty to the minute, Joe laughed. What 
wouldn't that 
stupid cow give to have the information in his head! He 
could 
practically hear the stage-whispered gossip now: 'Have you 
heard ‘bout 
Madge Dunn? She's one of 'em. You know what I means... 
does it 
herself!’ 


Mrs Tyler was in the shop getting her morning quarter of 
old-fashioned sweets when Joe entered. She smiled, asked: 
‘Have you 
settled in yet, Joe?’ 


‘Yes thanks,' he said and went straight to his work. 


Mrs Tyler confided in the shopkeeper. 'He's such a changed 
lad. | 
just felt Madge would help him.’ 


'He isn’t working any harder,' the man said shortishly. 


‘You wouldn't let yourself see if he did,’ Mrs Tyler replied 
too harsh 
on him. 'Mark my words, if you don't treat the lad decent 
he'll up and 
leave.’ 


The fates walking hand in hand with Joe heard and took 
action. 


Whatever Mrs Tyler liked to see in Joe's attitude and his 
stature, he 
knew he was the same as yesterday, the day previous to 
that and the 
year before. His methods for getting what he wanted had 
altered. He 
could be tactful where once he'd have blustered, demanded 
and sulked. 
He had this newly discovered ‘hold’ over lonely, sex-starved 
women. 
Something to do with his youthfulness and physical 
appearance. A 
mystical kind of aura that told them he was very young, the 
sort for 
mothering, and all man for the other loving. A combination 
too strong 
to be ignored. 


Joe had grown out of his small, backbreaking job. He 
wanted more 
opportunity to fiddle, to pocket what the majority of genuine 
eighteen- 
and nineteen-year-olds got for wages. Jobs were far from 
plentiful but 


he'd been told that a guy didn't really need Insurance cards 
to make a 

bomb. If he had a contact he could be paid cash every day. 
Like those 

Fleet Street blokes signing any name that came into their 
head for 

money the tax man couldn't touch. Mickey Mouse to the 
world! 


There was this rag trade merchant - Sid Martin worked for 
the 
geezer and swore he earned sixteen quid a day. He invited 
Joe to meet 
the guv... 


Madge didn't mention the fact that Joe was late. She had 
his 
breakfast in the oven, served it and sat down to read her 
Daily Mirror. 

‘I'm kickin' in my job, Mrs Dunn,' Joe said. 

‘There you go again, Joe, | told you to call me Madge,' she 
said from 
behind the centre pages. 

‘Madge, I'm not going to work this morning! 

The newspaper lowered a fraction and her eyes peered at 
him 'Are 
you feeling sick, Joe?' she asked, compassionately. 

‘I'm after a new job.' 

‘That's good, Joe.' She returned to the news. 


Joe decided she wouldn't mind what he did providing he 
was 
prompt with the advance rent. He finished his meal, said 
'Goodbyel, 
and went to meet Sid. 


There couldn't have been a simpler introduction to any job. 
Joe 
entered the sweatshop with its rickety, dangerous stairs and 
shored up 
walls, with Sid shouting to make himself heard over the 
whirr-clatter of 
machines. Girls, women, and young boys from Asian and 
Mediterranean countries, worked flat out between benches 
and banks of 
sewing machines while slim, haunted men carried cloth and 
other 
materials from a rear storeroom to the 'slaves'. Other men, 
older and 
wiser, collected the finished garments and took them away 
on racks or 
trolleys to the shippers. 


That's him!' Sid yelled, pointing at a short, fat, greying 
man in an 
expensive suit. 'He'll tell you what to do.' Sid hurried away, 
waving to 
the man as he left. 


Joe stood before the sweatshop owner, half-prepared for an 
interview of sorts. Instead, the man said in an oily voice 
which 
somehow managed to break the noise barrier: Ten pounds a 
day. Tell 
your friend he's fired!’ 


Joe breathed hard. What he had in mind to say would 
probably 
mean curtains for Sid anyway and an end to him ever 
getting 
employment in this business. 


The man almost snarled: 'Get going. You are holding up 
production. ' 


Joe strode to where Sid was humping rolls of coloured 
cloth. He 
tapped his mate on the shoulder and shouted: 'You've got 
the heave-ho! 
He thinks I'm working for less.' 


Sid scowled and dropped the cloth. 
‘He can stick his bleedin’ job,' Joe said sympathetically. 


I'll fuckin' stick it for the bastard!' Sid said across a sudden 
silence. 


They both went over to him. Joe smiled, got an oily 
response. Sid 
glowered, was totally ignored. 


'He doesn't need your bloody job, mate,' Joe said. He felt 
the eyes of 
the sullen workforce boring into his spine. 


'And he doesn't want less'n me,' Sid added. 


The man's features contorted. He displayed even white 
teeth ina 
snarl. No one spoke to him this way. No one treated him as 
less thana 
minor god. 


Joe nodded to Sid and belted the man in the middle of his 
monogrammed shirt. Sid kneed him in the balls. Joe sneered 
and used 
his elbow to smash the explosive pained sound back down 
the man's 
throat. Sid gave a grunt of disgust and walked away. Joe 
couldn't just 
let the matter rest. He had to extract some more revenge 
for being 
unemployed. He drew back his foot and really booted the 
bastard. 

Then, he walked away. 


One thing the Martin family had going for them showed Joe 
the 
importance of circulating. As Sid so readily admitted: 'Me 
old man's 
done bird with nearly every heavy in London!’ 


After leaving, the rag-trade sweatshop they walked 
towards the 
West End. Joe insisted on going into McDonald's near the 
corner of 
Oxford Street and Tottenham Court Road. Sid watched the 
Staff 
efficiently clear tables, mop floors and keep the eager 
customer queues 
moving at a steady pace. 'Christ, mate,’ he said, munching 
happily on 
his Big Mac, 'I wouldn't want to work here. They don't take 
bleedin’ 
breaks!' 


‘You ain't dedicated,’ Joe grinned, washing down his thick 
burger. 


‘You are?’ 
‘Naw!' 
Sid counted his dough. 'Want another?’ he asked. 


‘Just an ordinary cheeseburger,’ Joe replied, patting his 
belly. "You 
got enough?’ 

‘Yeah! I'll get more. There's a geezer in Soho...’ 

Breadbaskets satisfied, the pair wandered down into Soho. 
According to Sid, secondhand facts from his father, the 


East-Enders 
were not the dominant breed in that quarter these days. 


‘Too many 
bloody drug-pushers and blue film pimps,’ was his reason. 


Joe somehow couldn't get a feel for Soho's many streets 
with their 
sex shops, restaurants catering for global tastes, gourmet 
food stores 
and pubs. The kind of people roaming those vice ridden 
streets got 
under his skin. City gents on the prowl for a live show 
featuring 
professional sluts. Kids seeking thrills and a quick route to 
the grave 
bartering for a supply of pills or a shot. Unisex hairdresser 
blown 
waves on the heads of international touts, hard-nuts and 
miscellaneous 
lower-echelon racketeers. All scum. All out to cheat, con and 
take. 


‘Who's this bloke you’re looking for?' Joe asked as he 
wearied, 
trudging back and forth between porn shops. 


‘Robin Capes’, Sid chuckled. 'He's called Marion 'cause he's 
bent as 
shit!" 

‘What can he do for us?’ 


‘Maybe a lot, maybe nothing,’ Sid's eyes flitted back and 
forth as 
schemes formed in his typically devious Martin brain. But 
Joe's 
opinion came close to the stark truth: Sid hadn't a clue He 
was trying 
it on. And Robin Capes said so right away. 


‘Nice meeting you Sid,' the tall elegantly garbed man said. 
‘Your 


father helped me, so | owe him a favour. But you are not 
your father. 
You are shit out of luck lad.’ 


Joe had to smile broadly. Sid's face fell apart and his head 
hung 
low. 


'Please, 1 Capes said in his silky, upper-class voice, 'do not 
tiy my 
patience. ' 

‘I'm Joe Watson. Nobody owes me a damned thing,' Joe 
declared as 
an introduction. 'We've blown jobs this morning. We, well, 
Sid, 
. thought you'd be able to steer us to something.' 

'The straightforward approach - how refreshing,' Capes 
said. 


'Do you have anything to offer?’ Joe fixed the man.in the 
eyes. He 
would never be a student of ordinary people's behaviour 
patterns but 
Robin Capes was far from normal. There was a criminal aura 
radiating 
from him. Plus, of course, blatant homosexuality! Joe didn't 
care if the 
bloke was a poof; as camp as a gay lib leader. Joe 
recognised the illegal 
streak governing Capes's every action. 


'Depends,' Capes replied with an exaggerated fling of an 
arm. Do 
you mind if... ?' 

Joe interrupted swiftly. 'I don't bleedin’ care what so long's 
the pay's 
good!' 


‘Fabulous,’ Capes said, placing an arm on both their 
shoulders. 


‘Cut it out!' Joe snarled. ’'Do your bleedin? thing but not 
with me!’ 


‘My dear chap, | would not dream of interfering with 
Straights.' He 
turned on Sid. 'I suppose you have been telling terrible 
stories about 
me?! 

Sid shrugged and slipped his shoulder from under Capes’ 
arm. 
‘Only what me dad said. ' 


‘Shall we clear the air?' Capes asked. 
Joe nodded as Sid tried to avoid another faux pas. 


'Yes, | am a homosexual. Fortunately, the police realise | do 
not 
entice young persons into my bed. | belong to legitimate 
gay clubs. | 
have a friend...' He giggled at "friend", continued: 'and an 
exceedingly lucrative business: The police frown on my 
activities in 
this connection and watch my employees. Now, if you both 
agree to 
certain necessary conditions | can hire you at...’ 


Joe was with him all down the line. He wanted to jump in 
and 
mention an amount when Capes hesitated to study the 
mettle of the 
pair. It was the old, old story of 'how little will these mugs 
take?’ 


‘| was gettin -' Sid started to blurt. 
Joe kicked his ankles, deliberately and openly. 


'I wonder how much he was getting?' Capes asked Joe. 


, That's got nothing to do with what you can afford to pay,’ 
Joe 
retorted, grinning. He liked this queer. They could hit it off. 


‘All right,’ Capes said. 'For a six day week, ten in the 
morning until 
four each afternoon, | shall pay you fifty pounds. ' 


'A pony each?’ Joe asked in amazement. 
‘Fifty pounds each,' Capes corrected. 
Joe breathed relief. ‘That's better. Okay, count me in.' 


‘Me, too! Sid said quickly. 
Joe had a final question. 'Cash? No deductions?’ 


‘Certainly,’ Capes smiled. 'I shall carefully skim your wages 
off the 


top!4 
Sid asked, 'Where's the factory? 1 
'Factory?' Capes sounded hurt and more than a little wary. 
Joe grunted. 'He's bleedin' ignorant.' 


Capes relaxed but his gaze sweeping them, passers by and 
the street 
for signs of the law approaching, never lost its brightness. '1 
trust you 
can be depended upon for absolute secrecy?' 


‘Clams,’ Joe laughed. ‘Ain't we, Sid?’ 


Sid nodded. The ‘ignorant’ crack had rankled. Being Joe's 
second-fiddle hurt, too. After all, this was his bloody contact 
and here 
he was relegated to an inferior role. 


‘Meet me next Monday morning, ten o'clock, outside the 
Windmill.’ 


‘We'll be there,' Joe declared. 
'Yeah!' Sid agreed. 


Capes waved another of his near-feminine gestures, and 
walked 
away down the street. Unlike some queers he did not mince. 
From the 
rear he looked every elegant inch the man-about-town. 


‘We've bloody cracked it!' Joe chortled. 
‘Remember... 

‘Christ, you're jealous,' Joe snapped. 
‘You didn't have to...’ 


Joe told his mate a few facts of life as she was lived in the 
concrete 
jungles of London and every large, hungry, unfriendly city. 
‘Sid, grow 
up! Get bleedin’ wise to what's happening round you! He 
didn't want 
to be tagged for a sucker 'cause your old man did bird with 
him. He's 
posh, above taps on the fuckin' shoulder for the entrance 
money. He 
liked the way | reacted. We've both come out smellin' of 
roses. That 
isn't bad. And that's what bleedin’ counts. ' 


Sid saw sense and smiled a little. 
‘Mates?' Joe asked, hand out. 
‘Mates,' Sid said and shook. 

‘Feel like another hamburger?’ 


Sid felt his stomach as if he got Braille messages direct 
from his 
navel. 'Yeah. Where?’ 


‘There's a McDonald's on Shaftesbury Avenue,’ Joe replied. 


‘Do you know where every one of their shops are?' Sid 
asked. 
‘Nearly,' Joe replied knowledgeably. He may not have been 
borna 
Londoner but he'd made it his business to find out about the 
city. And, 
especially, where he could nosh. ‘It's down here.’ 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


PERHAPS it stemmed from his knowledge of Madge's 
secret ora 
desire to play the big man, but Joe felt he just had to tell the 
woman 
about his new career. He waited for the right moment, 
which came two 
days after starting work for Robin Capes. 


Madge enjoyed company. Although she served breakfast 
and an 
evening snack as part and parcel of his inclusive rent, she 
always made 
a cup of coffee, tea or hot milk for them both before going 
to bed. 


Joe sipped his coffee, held a biscuit in his other hand. The 
telly 
glared across the room but its volume did not interfere with 
ordinary 
conversation. 

‘| don't quite understand these new hours of yours, Joe,' 
Madge said. 

He smiled, broke the biscuit in two and dunked it. -'It's a 
gas, 
Madge. Like being a banker or stockbroker.’ 

‘Where exactly do you work?' continued Madge, eager to 
make 
conversation. 


'Soho.' 


‘Oh, dear!’ 
‘Evil is as evil does,' Joe quoted from somewhere. 


‘| haven't been in Soho for years. At least... let me see... 
twelve 
years ago?’ 


‘| wasn't there,' Joe joked, sucking his dunked half biscuit. 


‘Of course you weren't,’ she smiled. 'I remember Soho from 
the war 
years. What a difference and what a shame!’ 


‘It's worse now,' Joe said. 

‘Now how would you know that?' Madge winked. 
‘| hear the old blokes talking,’ Joe said. 

‘A lot of criminals, no doubt.’ 

‘Yeah, most have done their bird,' Joe agreed. 
How disgusting! 

‘Aw, they're okay. My boss is ...' He hesitated. 
Madge looked him. 

He's a queer,’ Joe finally said. 

‘Tut - tut!" 


‘Phut-phut!' Joe corrected. He grinned and helped himself 
to. 
another biscuit. 


Does this man, your boss, ever... you know?' 
Try it on me?' 
'Er, yes.' 


‘Naw, he's got a boyfriend - or girlfriend. I'm not sure 
which. ' 


Madge's shock was plainly registered on her face. 
‘The world's a queer place,’ Joe said. 


‘Full of all sorts.' Madge did not feel inclined to indulge in 
a 
discussion of the world's general condition. 'What is he 
like?’ 

‘Blond, rinsed and a million,’ Joe replied. 'He's loaded. You 
should ; 
see the suits and other gear he wears. Jeeze, l'Il bet he 
doesn't wear 
anything that cost less than fifty quid.’ 


‘Is he one of them?' Madge asked suspiciously. 

‘One of what?’ 

‘Men who live off women! 

‘You're kiddin',' Joe said. Tie's gay, queer, bent, crimp. ' 


. '| have nibbed shoulders with some,' Madge stated 
acidly. 'I'm not. 
stupid. But that sort can live off those women. ' 

‘Not Robin,' Joe told her. 'He's strictly kosher where birds 
are 
concerned. Why, he doesn't even go to watch 'em strip 
off for the 
pictures.’ He bit his lip. Screw him. He hadn't been going 
to tell 
Madge so damned much. Maybe she'd miss it 


Madge heard what he said and felt a little bit sick in her 
head. 
‘Pornography?’ she asked tightly. 


‘Yeah, | guess,’ Joe said slowly. 

‘Do you watch?’ 

‘I've only been working for him for two days. ' 
‘Yet you know this Robin doesn't watch!’ 


‘Well... ' Joe considered quickly, reached a conclusion to 
tell all. 


‘| went to see 'em shooting pics this morning. Robin 
took me but he 
didn't stick around. He claimed .. .' and Joe laughed when 
he thought 
about the expression on Robin's face, 'that he couldn't 
stand the sight of 
women doin’ that to one another.’ 


'Women? Women with women?! 


'Yeah!+ Joe licked his lips. 

‘And you watched?’ 

«Not long,' Joe said. 'I got bored!’ 

‘If the police -' 

e Robin pays!’ 

'What's happening to my London?' Madge asked, it 
seemed, her 
ceiling and, Joe imagined, her God far above that. 

‘It's always been the same, ' Joe stated. 'And the money's 
good,' he 
added, as if his confessional needed a mitigating factor 
before being 
. accepted. 'And | get perks - magazines and slides.' 

'You haven't brought any into my house, have you?' Madge 


was 
indignant. 


Joe looked contrite. 'Yeah, but I'll take 'em back tomorrow' 


‘You'd better. And | think I'll keep them for you until then!’ 
Her 
eyes bored into him half expecting an objection. When none 


came she 
: added, 'Get them now!' 


As Joe collected the books he had to laugh. He wouldn't 
get much 
sleep that night! If he knew Madge like Bert's 'ghost' knew 
Madge 
she'd be up half the bleedin' night scanning the mags and 
working 
herself up to a mind blowing climax. 


Madge accepted the books with eyes level. Her fingers 
handled the 
covers as if they were on fire. She sat nervously, silently 
bidding Joe to 
make tracks for bed. 


‘Well, | need me shut-eye,' Joe said, taking the hint. 

. Joe...’ 

‘Yeah?’ 

‘I'd hate to be called an interfering woman but don't you 
think this 
job is degrading?’ 

. 'I won't let it brush off on me,' he replied. 

Butis 


‘Rest easy, Madge,' he smiled, bending to pat her arm. ‘| 
only want 
it for the money. When | get enough to buy a scooter | 
promise I'll quit. 
Okay?’ 


She nodded, palms covering the books on her lap. 


. 'And don't read those,' he warned, making a hasty 
retreat. 


Once he had his clothes neatly folded and the bedcovers 
turned 


back, Joe prepared for anall-night vigilance. His door was 
ajar - the 

way Madge kept hers.. He didn't consider himself perverted 
wanting to 

hear the woman's private passion session. Not that he 
would have 

given a shit if perversion was the worst sin in church or 
state's book - 

he did as he wanted. End of affair! 


He was asleep when Madge finally came to bed. The loo 
being 
flushed awoke him and he glanced at his clock, an ancient 
alarm 
supplied by Madge. In the sliver of light filtering through his 
door he 
read the time - 3.08. He grinned. She must have wallowed 
in filth to 
the limits of meant endurance. And now ...? 


During breakfast, Joe wrestled with ways of broaching the 
delicate 
subject. He did not want to hurt Madge; after all, she had 
done her best 
to make him comfortable, to feel this was his home and, in 
her peculiar 
way, accept her as a foster mum. Yet, his nature refused to 
allow him 
to let her secret rest in peace. He forked fried bread into his 
mouth; 
chewed. Madge bent to pick up a spoon she had dropped 
and her 
generously rounded buttocks filled her dressing-gown. Joe 
gulped 
down his food, said: 'Wow! Wish I had a dart.’ 


Madge straightened, blushed. 'Joe!' she said tartly. 


‘Oh, come off it, Madge,' he chided. 'You aren't that pure!’ 
He'd 
jumped in, finding the reception decidedly chilly. 'l heard 
you. Boy, 
did you ever carry on towards the end!’ 


She grew pale, tense. 'Heard what? What are you... ?' 


‘Don't kid me,' he warned. 'It wasn't bleedin’ Bert last 
night, it was 
one of those low-slung studs or randy birds!’ 


Tears started to flow. She turned away, head in hands and 
sobbed 
over the sink. 


Joe hurried to finish his breakfast. He'd said enough. More 
than 
enough. He wished to hell he'd kept his big mouth shut. The 
way she 
shook he wouldn't be surprised to find himself out on the 
street. 


Drying her eyes, Madge turned very slowly and stared at 
her lodger. 
She took a good, hard look, seeing for the first time what lay 
behind his 
young and, she'd believed, near-innocent gaze. 'You 
bastard! You 
bloody bastard!’ she hissed. 


‘That's me, Madge,' he said honestly. 

‘You peepin' Tom!’ 

‘| didn't see what you did,' Joe snapped. 'I heard.' His books 
anda 
small box of transparencies were on the sideboard. He 
grabbed them, 


flipped pages of one book. He pointed, holding it out under 
her nose. 


‘See, Madge? See the way it's rocked and creased?' He 
looked at the 

marked page and whistled. ‘Jesus, no wonder you blew like 
a volcano. 

| don't believe this!’ 


Madge's face went crimson. Joe held the offending 
magazine with 
the page illustration tilted so that both saw it 
simultaneously. It 
displayed a girl semi-dressed in a school uniform fondling a 
naked man 
of about thirty. If only that had been the end all of the 
picture! But it 
was the size of the man which rated the photograph a full- 
page slot. 


Joe closed the book. An evil glitter flinted in his eyes. So 
what if 
he was still technically a schoolboy! So what if the gear 
Robin 
published stank to high heaven! He'd opted out of school, 
the system, 
and everything decency declared proper. He didn't feel 
ashamed or 
sorry. He had a job - illegal and illegally. He had perks - 
more than 
he'd told Madge. He could say 'shit' to the world, Madge 
included. 


1 don't bleedin’ want to say shit to her! he thought quickly. 
| want 
to keep my pad! I'm a bloody idiot. I've got to hurt people. . 
. why? 
Why. ..? 


‘I'm sorry, Madge,' he apologised. He didn't mean it as 
others did. 


The words were the same, only the sentiments differed. 


She avoided his eyes. She wrung her hands in loathing, 
directed 
less against him than her weaknesses. 


‘| won't grass,' he said, getting closer to her. 
She moved, inch by inch, towards the kitchen door. 


‘Nearly everybody does it, Madge. That's why they sell 
those mags!’ 


Her eyes came round, met his briefly. 

‘That's the gospel, Madge!’ 

She caught a tear rolling down her cheek and smeared it. 
‘Jesus, Madge, don't blame me.' He tried to sound contrite. 
‘I... | don't, Joe," she stammered. 


‘And don't blame yourself,’ he said, rushing along now that 
she'd 
finally spoken. 'You're alone too much. You need a man.' 

‘| don't!’ she said, voice stronger. 


‘Bert?' he asked. He played it by ear like fury. He wasn't 
really 
aware of what he was saying or doing. It was for Joe 
Watson, the 
thirteen-year-old drop-out, a natural cunning which, 
somehow placated 
her and gained him a stay of execution. 


'We haven't. .. ' she whispered. 


‘Christ! You mean he's not able to. He didn't like to be too 
crude. 
Madge wasn't yer Aileen, a common lay, a bit on the side. 


‘loe.' She took a deep breath and folded her arms across 
her breasts. 
‘Please go to work. Leave me alone. | want to think. I'll see 


you 
tonight. ..' 


"You're not going to throw me out, are you?' He had his 


begging 
face on. 


"No. Where would you go? 


He left, deliberately forgetting the gear. Little did he 
realise this 
was his master-stroke. A bit of genius. A temptation to 
sooth the 
animal in Madge Dunn's flesh, always providing she 
allowed the . 


savage beast to get out and manifest its wickedness in its 
frenetic 
release! 


Battling the crowds, Joe let his mind wander down 
strange paths 
He found fighting for a seat in the Underground a 
satisfying way to 
start the day. It relieved some of. the aggro sleep stored in 
his 
aggressive soul, especially if he happened to ‘accidentally’ 
kick a 
toffee-nosed City type or .step on a bird's dainty foot. 


| could make; a bloody bomb working for Robin Capes, he 
began 
thinking. This lark of going round all the pom shops 
delivering half a 
dozen copies here, a box of slides there, a reel of blue film 
somewhere 
else could wind up with one bleedin' good killing! 1 could 
work like a 
slave and get really established. Then, once the queer 


trusts me and 

lets me handle some big, big assignments... wham! bam! 
Grab the 

lolly and hop a train to Bristol or Birmingham. 


And there's always dear, hot-pants Madge . 


If she goes for the gear, and I'll have anew supply for her 
tonight,. 
and gets hooked... well, there's a game called blackmail.’ 
Or if she 
has a load in the house... 


He beamed across the crowded. carnage at a middle- 
aged man. 
Stuff you, brother, you’ve got a wife and kids and a 
Suburban house. * 
falling down under the weight of a hefty mortgage. Me? - 
I've got 
youth, health, and the makings of a fortune. I'll have me 
scooter, new. 
clobber, birds and a bloody flat - without responsibilities. 


Yeah, I've got it made! Me, Joe Watson! 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


SOHO on a Saturday night alter Manchester United played 
Arsenal 
had to be a sell-out. Those Northern fans who hadn't been 
arrested 
prior to or immediately following the match, and eventually 
ran the 
gauntlet of ordinary and transport police, set about having 
fun. Certain 
traders refused to let them into their establishments. A 
couple of 
heavies on the door of a strip joint could not guarantee 
safety inside. 
Girls used to haying leering men shout obscenities 
absolutely refused to 
entertain the terrace terrors. The famous Red Brigade had a 
reputation 
to uphold and every manjack did his best to make sure the 
Sunday 
newspapers had some new wave of violence to report. 


Joe had been delivering fresh supplies to the porn shops 
that 
afternoon. He wanted to attend the match but Robin 
believed business 
came first and last with each employee. Joe's request for a 
day off got 
the thumbs down. So, he was right there when the balloon 
went up. 


There were a straggling two dozen in the first wave. 
Individuals 
seeking mates, aggro. Guys with buttons undone, flies 
unzipped. 
Blokes in various stages of alcoholic fog. Eloquent needlers, 
inarticulate brutes. Layabouts and honest crust-earners 
linked by 
magical colour; worship of a team. Every train and bus 
entering 
Piccadilly brought more invaders. And, with the nature of 
the ravenous 
they devoured the culture. Pubs, clubs and restaurants fell 
to the horde. 


With an extra twenty quid in his pocket, Joe Watson 
decided to stay 
and join in the fun. Capes advised him to go home. The 
word had 
gone the rounds: This lot are after trouble!' But being Joe, 
the advice 
was ignored. He did his own thing when, how and where. So 
he went 
to the pub frequented by Capes and his closest associates. 
The barman 
stared at him in mock horror. 


‘Crissakes, Joe - fuck off!' 


Joe grinned and perched his bottom on a stool. 'The usual,' 
he 
ordered. He-drank more these days, copied the big boys. 


A plainclothes copper took a seat a few empty stools from 
Joe and 
tried to pretend his feet belonged to the bar-rail. 


‘Bleedin' fuzz at this time of night,' Joe said to the barman 
in a loud 
voice.. 


The policeman glanced at Joe, made a mental note of the 
face and 
overall description and concentrated on being invisible. 


The door opened and four staggering United supporters 
entered. 
‘We are the champions!' they roared. 'United three Arsenal 
rubbish!’ 
They crowded the copper at the bar and chanted: 'We want 
beer! We 
want birds! We want screwed! 


Joe mentally picked one out and decided if the fight started 
he 
would have the greatest pleasure in thrusting a smashed 
pintpot into the 
ugly bastard's face. Then another bunch burst into the pub, 
caught 
sight of familiar beloved scarves, and thronged round their 
blood-brothers. Joe watched the slow build-up. He liked their 
methods 
nothing overt and yet conveying the faint possibility they 
were a 
good-humoured crowd. Only when they had the opposition 
chuckling 
at their wisecracks, and their North Country ‘innocence’, did 
they 
strike. And then the blows came too fast and furious for a 
counter-punch to carry much weight. 


The copper hit the deck first. They'd spotted and marked 
him. 
Next they cleaned up the bar, with Joe crushed by numbers 
and superior 
brawling strength: Those lads didn't mess about. They went 
in with 
feet, elbows, fists, teeth, weapons... 


Joe heard the commotion through a haze. His head 
banged, his eyes 
unable to focus. He'd caught a glancing blow from a 
homemade cosh - 
but the tool had enough leadshot in it to load a dozen 
shotguns, and 
that one blow sufficed to eliminate Joe from the fracas. 


When they departed and Joe dragged himself to the bar for 
a 
welcome whisky, the pub looked as if it had been in a blitz; ‘| 
bloody 
warned you,' the barman said. 


Joe's head throbbed. 'How did you avoid injury?' he asked, 


‘I'm used to this,' the barman grinned. 'I Know when to 
have a shit!’ 
he winked. 


Joe tried to sneak upstairs without letting Madge hear him. 
He 
looked awful. Even a wash and brush-up hadn't helped. An 
angry welt 
showed across his cheek where the cosh had caught him 
and the 
black-blue swelling bags beneath his eye only just let him 
see. 


Madge suddenly turned off the telly and came from her 
front room. 
She took one look at Joe and gasped. 'What's happened?’ 


Joe sat on the stairs. It was darker there and the last thing 
he 
wished for was Madge doing a mothering act. He explained 
about the 
United match, the invasion of London's West End, and the 


fight. He 
ended by saying: 'It wasn't so much a fight as a massacre. ' 


‘| watched it on the news', Madge replied. 'Can't they do 
something 
to stop those hoodlums?' 


‘They're no worse than other supporters,’ Joe allowed. ‘If 
the 


newspapers didn't get after'em... 1 


"They’ve every right!' Madge snorted. 'It's disgusting. All 
those 
yobs running riot. I'd send in the troops!' She inclined her 
head, 
peered through the shadows. 'Come here, Joe.' 


Reluctantly, and without grace, he came downstairs. 


‘It looks horrible!’ Madge took his hand and practically 
dragged 
him into the kitchen. She sat him on a chair and went to a 
cupboard. 
For several minutes she worked silently preparing a liquid. 
Finally, she 
brought this, a bowl and cloths to Joe. 


'What's that?' he asked suspiciously. 


'Never you mind,' she said firmly. 'My mother used to make 
this to 
treat the boys when they'd been fighting. It'll work.' She 
forced his 
head over the bowl and bathed the ugly swellings. 


Almost immediately, Joe felt the pain fade. The liquid had a 
very 
soothing effect. The woman's fingers, too, worked a kind of 
magic over 
his skin. She kept bathing and touching and sort of crooning 
over him. 


He felt her warmth, smelt her body scent - a pleasing 
experience, as he 
accepted her ministrations. 


Ten minutes later - and Joe had the notion the treatment 
had been 
prolonged - Madge put away her 'mother's balm' and 
ordered him to 
bed. She accompanied him upstairs, into his room. She 
assisted in 
every way, partially undressing him until... 


‘Go on, | dare you to take me shorts off.’ 


Madge, blushed. Her hands dropped to her sides and she 
said: 
‘Horrid! I'm only trying to help.’ 

‘Yeah,’ Joe sighed. 'It wouldn't half help if you .. .' His gaze 
spoke 
sensual volumes. 


Madge gulped and fled. But not before Joe heard a small 
moan 
escape from her lips. 


His clock showed the time to be 4:33. He climbed from his 
bed and 
padded naked to the bathroom. He was bursting, if still sore 
and 
Sleepy. Madge's light edged past her inched-open door. After 
he'd 
visited the loo he paused on the landing. Not a sound from 
Madge. He 
almost went to her door but decided against. Perhaps she 
had fallen 
asleep with the light bn. Then, he heard the rustle of paper. 
The 
turning of pages ... 


He tiptoed to her door. There was just enough space to see 
into the 
room, Madge sat bolt upright in bed, propped against three 
pillows. 
She wore spectacles, Joe hadn't realised she used them. 
And in her 
Shaking hands she held one of his latest perks - a rather 
crude porn 
import from Japan. A sample Joe had nicked from a shop. 


The bloody randy bitch! She can't be that bleedin’ 
desperate! 


He returned to his own room, his bed. He lay under the 
covers 
thinking about Madge. No doubt about it, he had corrupted 
the woman 
and wasn't that a turn up! He fancied her for a one-off piece 
but there 
was a dread that she could swing the other way, become a 
genuine 
Puritan and kick his ass from her house. 


Footsteps sounded in the hall. Joe tensed. She's coming to 
rapey 
me! The toilet door closed softly and he relaxed. When the 
loo flushed 
he heard her quick return to her bedroom. He fully expected 
her to 
settle down for what remained of the night. But no. Strange 
dragging 
noises disturbed him. What the hell was she doing? . 
Curiosity 
consumed him. He got up, crept from his bedroom into the 
hall. Her 
door was open wider now. He quietly positioned himself and 


peered 
inside... 


Madge bent over her rumpled bed. On the floor beside her 
he saw a 
Small tin trunk, a type sailors used to have in the days of 
sailing ships 
and the first ironclads. The trunk fascinated him. Not 
because it had 
any sentimental value, or as a commercial prospect - no* 
the utter 
fascination lay within. On top of folded material. Neatly laid 
out in 
rows, each separate bundle held together with a rubber 
band. 


Madge lifted another bundle from the trunk and added it to 
the pile 
already on her bed. Her face had a weird expression, her 
eyes bright 
and .. . Joe thought of a word for those birdlike eyes; 
mercenary.. 


God, she's bloody counting the loot! he thought next. He 
couldn't 
tear his gaze from the bundles of fivers. He tried figuring 
how much 
she had on the bed, still in the trunk. The total staggered 
him... ata 
rough guess, and the lowest estimate, he reckoned Madge 
had a cool 
two grand! 


Two thousand quid! 


He remembered an idea: blackmailing .Madge. She could 
bloody 
afford to be blackmailed! He'd been bringing home the gear 
for ages it 


seemed. And Madge was most definitely addicted, and 
corrupted. He 

grinned happily. Yeah, her corruption and his ability to 
Supply, and all 

that bloody luverly lolly! He'd been sitting on a nest-egg 
without 

knowing the hen had laid! / 


Blackmail? Would Madge wear it? Would she submit or 
more 
likely, run to the fuzz? Would she be so damned set bn 
staying in this 
house and risking shame or would she, as an alternative, do 
what 
husband Bert wanted and up stakes for a seaside cottage? 
Joe had no 
doubts about Madge's determination on specific issues. He 
didn't 
honestly see her as a willing victim handing over her buried 
treasure. 
She'd fight, and fight dirty if necessary. 


No, he had to think of a better scheme to relieve her of the 
bread. 
He couldn't nick it, hot now that so many people had his 
description 
down pat and his MO about, taped. Unlike Robin Capes and 
his ilk, 
Madge could go to the fuzz and squeal her lungs out. She 
didn't have 
to worry about a record, an illegal background. What she 
did, her 
nightly 'crime', meant nothing in the eyes of the law. Hers 
was a moral 
misconduct, a personal embarrassment. And one which, in 
certain 
quarters, didn't raise a single eyebrow. According to the 


magazines 

openly on sale and specialising in erotica, sexual frankness 
and reader's 

forums, masturbation was a vital relief and carried on by 
one helluva 

percentage of the male, and female, population. 


How can I bleedin force her to part with the cash? 


Joe gingerly retreated to his room. He sat there, arms 
behind his 
head, contemplating. He had to have something more than 
shame to 
play on. Something so terrible that Madge would willingly 
offer the 
money for his discretion. His and ... He began to smile. And 
chuckle. 
His and others! Others... 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


WHEN he found himself temporarily in a hole, Terence 
Dunn went 
to his sister and borrowed. He. depended on Madge, more 
thana 
brother should on his older sister. But, he could always point 
with 
pride, and as a lever for a new loan, to his habit of faithfully 
repaying, 
with interest. Not once had he let Madge down. Not by so 
much asa 
single day. 

Terence worked in engineering. He took home a . decent 
above-average wage. He had a bungalow, a stiff mortgage, 
a wife and 
five kids. His company usually managed to avert strikes but, 
occasionally, national union activities did bring the men out. 
After six 
weeks on strike, Terence needed a bridging loan to cover 
expenses. 

And he decided another visit to Madge would do the trick. 
He had 

written to her. Unknown to Joe Watson, this was the very 
reason why 

Madge had been counting her cash. 


Terence explained the situation to his sister. He admitted 
that he 
needed a lot more this time but promised to repay her 


within three 
months and at the usual rate of interest. 


‘dow much?' Madge asked. 
'A thousand. Maybe fifteen hundred?’ 
‘It is a lot," Madge said cautiously. 


‘| can't get by with less than a thousand,' Terence stated. 
He had 
deliberately worn his working clothes. He didn't dare let 
Madge see his 
other suits, his keep-up-with-the-Joneses, tailor made suits. 


‘Terry, I'd love to lend enough but I'm afraid Bert won't 
tolerate my 
using his cottage cash to cover your debts. You know what 
he thinks 
about strikes!’ She kept rubbing her palms together. 


'He won't know, Madge. ' 


‘You said three months, Terry. Well, Bert's due home within 
the 
month! 


‘That's rather sudden, isn't it?' The brother didn't believe 
her. The 
last letter she'd had from Bert, and she'd written to him all 
about the 
sailor's plans, positively stated he wouldn't be back in 
England this 
year. 


Madge half-expected Terence to disbelieve her. She had a 
letter on 
the table and thrust it at her brother. 'That arrived a few 
days ago, the 
same day you wrote to me!’ 


The man's hands shook as he read Bert's message. 


‘So, you see, | can't help.’ 


Terence thought wildly. He couldn't return home without 
the 
wherewithal to bring the mortgage up to date and the cash 
Jean wanted 
for their holiday villa in the Costa Something. 'Look, | can 
guarantee 
the thousand within three weeks. ' 


Terry, don't fib!’ Madge warned. 
‘I'm not!' 
She couldn't be mistaken about his eyes. She always knew 


when he 
lied because his eyes went deep and darkly withdrawn. 


‘Madge, for God’s sake... 


She relented. He was her young brother and Bert wouldn't 
budge 
her for months... 


Joe had it made! The plan couldn't be simpler! His mates 
would 
agree; it had to rate the tops for ingenuity and daring. Not 
to mention 
the kicks they would all get from ... He refused to think 
about that 
now! Suffice it to say in his mind that he would take a 
personal delight 
in doing the dark deed! There were other considerations to 
work out. 
If everything went like clockwork he had to have every 
avenue of 
escape fully open. There could be no last minute snags. 
And, as with 
every masterplan, an initial outlay was needed. 


He began setting things up that same day. First, he coaxed 
Robin 
Capes to let him accept more responsibility. He explained 
away this 
unusual plea by bringing in the question of extra loot. Capes 
could 
appreciate anybody wanting to make more dough. 


‘| don't like trusting one person with more than a few 
hundred 
pounds worth of merchandise a trip,’ Robin countered, 
Shaking his 
blond head. 

But Joe had an answer. 'Mate, figure this - for every bloke 
you send 
out the risks are multiplied. Now, me, | don't take Weedin' 
chances. 
The fuzz haven't twigged on yet, and they won't 'cause I'm 
careful.’ 


Capes seemed in agreement. Reports spoke of Joe's 
cunning, his 
talent for not being spotted. 


‘| could handle three grand's worth and still manage,’ Joe 
enthused. 
‘All I'd want extra would be another fifty per!’ 


Capes decided. Fifty pounds meant nothing to him, not in 
this 
racket. If Joe could handle the deal he would save a hundred 
and fifty 
every week and rid himself of three men he mistrusted. ‘All 
right, Joe, 
we shall give it a week’s trial. 


Shit on Capes! Joe thought as he dumped his parcels into a 
taxi. It 
was forbidden to use cabs on a delivery run. Ordinary, 
innocent 
Londoners didn't realise that quite a few radio cabs were, in 
fact, Yard 
lackeys working undercover. Joe's taxi didn't have a radio 
aerial, and 
he couldn't have cared less, anyway. The fuzz could do 
whatever the 
hell they liked; he wouldn't be around much longer. He'd 
discovered a 
fact of Soho life: the coppers who watched for porn 
merchants seldom, 
if ever, divulged their information to the other uniformed or 
plainclothes branches of even the same division. 


This was his second run. Yesterday, Capes keeping him 
under 
surveillance, he accomplished every delivery without so 
much asa 
passer-by or shop customer noticing the goods going into 
the 
establishments. He could still feel those crisp tens and 
twenties bulging 
his pockets - all two and a half grand! 


Leaning back in the taxi, Joe Watson regarded the passing 
parade as 
an earl or duke might. For a thirteen year old he'd worked 
wonders. 
He'd broken into the Soho vice circle, been sexually 
educated by Aileen, 
and taught a few additional wrinkles by some of Robin 
Cape's models. 
He stood on the threshold of more money than the majority 
of 


key-of-the-door blokes dared dream about as a year's salary 
- and he 

was just going to reach out and pluck, the gold from the 
blue. He had it 

made! 


The four youths stood .on the street comer and Watched a 
couple of 
young birds pass. The .girls flaunted their sex, teasing like 
crazy. 


' Sid Martin sneered. 'Save it, girls,' he yelled. 'You're 
babies! 


‘Some fuckin' babies,’ Arthur Cochrane rasped. 
Jimmy Ingram snorted, 'I like 'em old and fat.’ 
‘That's bleedin’ wot we'll get,' said Dick Greer. 


Sid had a peculiar sense of loyalty. Although, by rights, Joe 
Watson 
should have been his worst enemy, Sid considered the 
leader of their 
gang above reproach. When he'd commanded the Easters, 
there had 
been respect of sorts and loyalty. Joe’s takeover meant Sid 
falling in 
with the gang's rules and regulations, and taking Joe to his 
heart. 


Sid poked Dick in the ribs, 'Don't bloody knock Joe, he 
wouldn't 
pick some old dried-up bag. ' 


‘Is it on for tomorrow?! Arthur asked, changing the 
subject.. 


.°Yeah!' Sid said. He didn't really like Joe's idea of a day 
out, but he 


accepted the majority decision. The Pee-Pees had ruled, 
that was that! 
But he had doubts... 


Jimmy chortled, ‘the News says Dover was bustin". ' 
Arthur smacked a fist against an open paiirn. 'I'll fuckin’ 
bust 
heads!' he promised. 
‘If they're there!' Sid reminded. 


‘Where's Joe?' Jimmy asked, looking up and down the 
street. 


'Settin' it up.’ 
Jimmy glared at Sid. 'It isn't that Aileen Bryce, is 
it?! 
‘Don't you like her?' Dick asked. 
"She's okay,’ Jimmy granted. 'But I like 'em. ..' 
‘Old and fat!' the others chorused. 


Madge Dunn sat with her hands folded on her lap and 
watched Joe 
tie his shoelace. The more she saw of him the more she 
yearned for a 
son. Or a young lover. The last few books he had brought 
home all 
dealt with older women and younger men. Some no more 
than 
over-developed children. 


‘| got something special for you, Madge,’ Joe said, 
straightening. 


Her pulse raced. 'Oh?' She tried not to sound eager. 


‘It's upstairs, in my room.' He went to the doorway and 
looked back. 


‘Come on, this is very special!’ 


Trying to imagine what on earth could be Very special’, 
Madge 
followed him. She hoped it wasn't another pile of magazines 
and 
hardcover books. Her wardrobe was groaning under the 
weight of 
material he'd already supplied. She'd given orders to cancel 
the 
transparency perks. It wasn't to her liking, gazing at a light 
bulb to 
make out the small characters engaged in athletics of the 
bedroom kind. 


Joe stood in the centre of his room. On the bed she could 
see a 
bulky parcel, tied with string. Joe pointed. ‘That's it, Madge, 
go on, 
open it up.’ 

She obeyed, fingers feeling something hard under the 
brown paper 
wrapping. Something metallic. The paper fell away and she 
gasped. 
‘Oh, Joe, it's... it's 


'A projector. A slide projector.’ 
‘For me?!' She sounded absolutely astounded. 


‘You can set it up in your bedroom,’ he suggested with a 
leer. 
‘There's a remote control unit and a magazine which holds 
fifty slides. 


. I've also got this.' He reached behind him, lifted a metal 
box from a 
nearby chair. When he flipped the lid back there were 


hundreds of 
Slides inside. 'The best ones,' he said proudly. 


‘joe, | don't. ..' She was embarrassed now. 


‘Oh, go on, you bloody love seeing 'em!' He grabbed the 
heavy 
projector and hurried into her bedroom, without an 
invitation. She 
meekly followed. He nodded towards a bedside cabinet. 
‘Clear that!’ 


Madge couldn't resist the urge to see his present working. 
She 
removed trinkets and a cloth from the table-top cabinet, 
watched as he 
placed the projector on it with lens aimed at a far wall. A 
blank, 
light-coloured wall. Joe fetched the new box of slides. They 
were 
hand-picked for the occasion. Guaranteed, so a porn 
operator claimed, 
to excite any old biddy. He loaded the magazine, plugged in 
the 
projector and adjusted the focus. 


Madge moaned and sank to the bed. Her face underwent 
drastic 
change. Her cheeks crimsoned, her eyes wide and fixed on 
the image 
thrown on her wall. 


‘Bloody marvellous, eh?' 


Madge couldn't speak. She couldn't hear. She was in that 
self 
induced state of lust which her nights often commanded. 
She saw the 
aged woman in the screened picture as herself. The young, 
oh, so 


young, boy being fondled as his trousers hung about his 
ankles as that 
creature from so many adorable nights. 


Joe worked the auto switch and the slides began moving 
through the 
lens one per minute. 


Fifteen slides, fifteen minutes later.. . 


Madge twitched, writhed, shifted on the edge of her bed. 
Joe stayed 
with his spine pressed against a wall. Beads of perspiration 
rolled 
down Madge's face, Joe felt real cool, unemotional. 


He switched the machine off. 'That's enough, eh?' 


Madge's eyes slowly swung to gaze at him. 'N-o-o-o! No, 
Joe! 


He sat down on the bed beside her, touched her upper leg. 
There 
was nothing sexual in the touch yet Madge began to shake 
violently and 
her thigh muscle tensed alarmingly. 


‘Switch on again, Joe,' she hissed. 


‘I've got to go out, Madge,’ he said matter of factly. "You 
can 
operate it, can't you?’ 


'I don't know. ' 


‘It's simple,’ he said, showing how to start the projector, 
use the 
automatic system and reverse the slides. He didn't show 
her how to 
remove the magazine or reload. He wanted this series of 
Slides to be 
shown over and over again. Until. .. 


He furtively glanced across the room. A cover in floral 
patterns 
hung completely over the tin trunk. Good! That was all he 
needed to 
know. 


‘| won't be late,’ he told her. 'If you'd like I'll make coffee 
and fetch 
it up.’ 

‘Nice!’ she whispered, wishing to be alone. To indulge her 
senses. 


‘I'll even stay with you a while and watch the show,’ he 
laughed. 


'Nice!' she whispered again, unaware of what he was 
actually 
saying. 

Joe squeezed her thigh, loved the instantaneous reaction 
and made a 
hasty exit. He hadn't reached the stairs when he heard the 
cooling-fan 
in the projector start to whirr. .. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


MADGE DUNN screamed silently. Her mouth hung open, 
her eyes 
rolling wildly as fingers clawed at the sheet on which she 
lay. Like 
some monster invader from space the projector clicked- 
clacked as slide 
after slide went through its metallic digestive system. And, 
always, 
there were, those voices . .. 


Joe could so easily have prevented Madge's torment. Her 
utter 
degradation. He didn't, though. Joe wasn't in the least 
worried about 
the woman's anguish, the ordeal his plan was putting her 
through. He'd 
Slid the tin trunk from its comer, manhandled it into the hall 
and his 
bedroom. Now, before he opened it and gazed upon its 
treasures, he 
paused and listened. 


His mates were having a bloody good time! 


Arthur's voice came to him loud and clear. ‘Jesus, look at 
that! I'd 
like it done to me.' 


‘You've got a bleedin' hope,' said Jimmy. 'You've finished!’ 
Sid's grunted, 'I'm nearly done,' told another story. 


And Dick's excited, 'Hurry up, I'm bloody ready,' added a 
last 
dimension to Joe's mental picture. 


All he needed was to hear Madge yell something obscene, 
some 
encouragement, to make him taste total victory. She 
couldn't ever say 
he hadn't provided the necessary for her lusts. Those 
bleedin' bastards 
in her bedroom were Plaistow studs and giving her a bang 
she'd never 
forget. 


He opened the trunk to the music of Sid's climax. An old 
dress lay 
on top and he flung this aside. His eyes fastened on paper 
covered with 
handwriting. The letters /OU smashed into his skull like an 
axe. He 
seized the paper. 


‘|, Terence Dunn, promise to repay the sum of One 
Thousand 
Pounds to my sister, Madge Dunn, within one month of the 
above date. 


Signed ... Terence Dunn. ' 


Panic caught him and he scooped aside a layer of linen. He 
sank to 
his knees and frantically pawed through the bundles of 
banded cash 
beneath. He counted one bundle: £100. He assumed the 
others were 
the same. Sweat formed on his forehead, under his arms, 
between his 
thighs. The bitch! The fucking bitch! She had no right - it 
was his! A 


thousand nicker - to a brother! He hadn't known she had 
family! 

‘Jesus, that's for me!' Dick Greer's, voice shattered Joe's 
roiling 
thoughts. 

Scooping the money into a pillowcase, Joe gave vent to his 
frustrations. He estimated his haul at slightly over £1,200. A 
far cry 
from what he wanted. Well, he'd bloody take it out on 
Madge! He'd 
get the last pennyworth from her hide .. . 

Madge didn't see him when he entered her bedroom. She 
stared up 
at the ceiling, eyes sightless. She still clawed at the sheet, 
legs up in 
the air with Dick between them, humping faster and making 
some 
terrible guttural noises in his throat. 


Joe switched off the projector. 

Hey!' yelled Sid. 

‘When he's finished you can clear out!' Joe ordered. 
Arthur looked angry. 'I wanted to try ...' 

‘You had a go!' Joe reminded. 'One each, that's it!’ 

. Dick rolled from Madge and moaned. 


‘Put it away. You won't be needing that any. more,' Joe said 
tightly. 

Sid's fingers dug into Joe's.forearm. 'What about 
tomorrow?’ 


‘It's on!' Joe replied. /t had to be on, he thought viciously. 
It's my 
getaway! 


Dick pulled up his trousers and got off the bed. Madge lay 
naked, 
sprawled in obscenity. 


Joe herded his mates downstairs, locked the front door 
after them 
and slowly mounted the stairs again. He entered Madge's 
bedroom. 


She hadn't moved. He undressed, switched on the 
projector once he'd 
reloaded the magazine and set it on automatic. Then, he 
got on the bed 
and held Madge's face in his hands. ' 


‘Can you hear me?' he asked. 
She didn't respond. She was like a corpse, and as lifeless. 


‘Bitch!’ he snarled. 'You gave my money away! You didn't 
have 
the right!’ 


Madge faintly heard the word 'money'. None of the other 
things 
said to supposedly arouse her or inflame passions killed off 
on the first 
assault had penetrated her benumbed mind. Money did, 
though. 


You'll remember this night, won't you, cow!' Joe's hands 
roamed 
her body. 


‘My money .. .' Madge whispered. 
‘My money!’ Joe insisted. 


Madge struggled to awareness, but Joe got an arm 
between her 
thighs, hoisted her half over him. 


'No!' she screamed, pushing at his chest. 


‘You're working for this one,’ Joe hissed, holding her tightly. 


She felt him against her, eyes unable to miss seeing what 
was 
showing on the bare wall facing her. All the nights of 
imagination and 
the days spent trying to stop herself from sitting down to 
study the filth 
Joe brought home balled into one horrible, nightmarish 
picture-show. 
Suicidally she tried to stop him from having her. She 
twisted, fought, 
hit, clawed - to no avail. He was much too strong, too 
consumed with 
desire. He wore down her resistance, forced her to comply. 
His hands 
hurt as he directed her movements, his mouth brutally 
enjoying her 
breasts. 


Pushing her to one side, Joe got to his feet and callously 
told her 
what a bloody tramp, whore-mother she was! He battered 
her with a 
verbal barrage that left her mentally sick. He stressed, 
again and again, 
how he was underage and how a magistrate would openly 
condemn her 
for ‘corrupting a minor'. He emphasised the fact that no one 
in Soho 
would grass; if asked, they would swear he never worked 
there. And 
his mates, he sneeringly said, would deny they'd ever been 
inside her 
house let alone her body. Finally... 


‘| wouldn't bloody open me trap about anything,’ he 
warned. 'When 


I've gone you can yell that you've been robbed but don't 
point a finger in 
my direction. ' 


She lay as he'd tossed her aside. It didn't matter how awful 
she 
looked, how naked and shamelessly exposed. She had 
nothing now 
that he had not seen. Not outside physically or inside her 
soul. She felt 
soiled, cheap, abused. 


Joe went to his room and packed. He was still naked and 
determined to stay the rest of the night. Capes wouldn't 
discover his 
loss until the morning. Madge knew he'd nicked her savings 
but in her 
condition she wasn't going to cause trouble. He frowned into 
his small 
dressing-table mirror. What if she took a bread-knife to him 
as he 
slept? Anything was possible. 


She'd looked demented enough to try ... 


Madge stared up from her bed as he entered. The projector 
had 
reached the last side and that disgusting scene stayed fixed 
to the wall 
in all its obscenity. Its enticement. 


‘I'm sleeping in here,' Joe announced. 


Her hands crossed her loins as if the gesture protected her 
from 
further abuse. 


‘Shit on that!’ Joe snorted. 'I'm sleepy.’ He rolled her over, 
adjusted 
the sheet. He switched off the projector, grinning. 


‘| won't mind if you've got to play with yourself... 1 


Madge moaned, quickly averted her head. She didn't want 
him to 
see the anguish in her eyes. Her shame was, in that 
moment, all 
condemning. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


HISTORY had a way of repeating itself. That old adage 'Like 
father, like son' proved that people, generations, fell into 
the self-same 
pattern. Wise men said ‘There's nothing new under the sun' 
and even 
the sceptics were forced to agree. From the dawn of 
recorded time, 
mankind had progressed down paths which, unfortunately, 
led to 
wildernesses much like those ancient, misty battlefields of 
yore. Man 
didn't invent anything of permanent value. Fire brought 
disaster 
alongside warmth. The wheel turned and in its turning 
crushed whole 
nations, ruined the gentle countryside and polluted the 
breathable air. 

For every new fangled creation from man's brain the 
aftermath reached 

back to cause and effect. Hastings had seen its share of 
repeated 

history. Harold's was not the only eye to be lost there. A 
blind man in 

Wolverhampton could testify to that. The Battle Of Hastings 
in 1066 

didn't end the fighting on those famous shores. 


Joe Watson had listened to Victor's tales of fighting and the 
head-on 


clash of Mods and Rockers. He knew that a new generation 
of Mods 

and an even stronger biker connection had come along to 
make his 

father's gory memory fade in comparison. 


There would be another battle at Hastings! He knew - he'd 
prayed 
for it! 


Madge didn't say a single word when he gathered his gear 
and 
dropped his front door key on the bed near her. 'You can 
keep the 
bleedin’ projector,' he said generously, her money warm 
and wonderful 
in his pockets. 'And the slides. And the books. If you're hard 
up you 
can always get a few quid exchange on each.' He laughed 
down at her 
bruised flesh, the dead eyes. 'Maybe Bert'd like looking at 
what's your 
bloody line!' He waved and hefted his bags. 'Don't bother to 
see me 
out, | Know me way!' 


He also knew where to leave his belongings for safe 
keeping. He 
kept two hundred quid aside for expenses. There was no 
telling what 
would happen. And when a bloke made a spectacular exit 
from the 
stage of one life, he ought to go out in a blaze of glory; 
champagne 
style. 


He tied the locker key round his neck and dropped it down 
inside 


his shirt. His goods would not be touched for forty-eight 
hours, time 
for him to complete his farewell preparations. 


A clock in the station said 10:43. Robin Capes would know 
now 
that his young protégé had done a bunk with the takings. 
Soho, and 
most of the East End, would have been alerted. Hardnuts 
would be out 
searching for a glimpse of the target. 


Let them look! They won't find me! 


He wondered what Madge Dunn's reaction would be. 
They'd call at 
the house, knock in anger. They wouldn't take her word for 
anything: 
they'd push past and search the entire joint. They'd find ... 


He grinned and hopped a bus. He liked the touch. The 
deviousness. A crumpled piece of paper with his 
handwriting on it. An 
unfinished letter. A scrawl in haste. A plea for his dad to 
meet him 
and take him back home. And that phoney address on the 
envelope 
he'd tom in two. 


He hoped the boys would enjoy their journey to Cheshire. 
Mind 
you, he figured Robin Capes would smell a rat. Robin wasn't 
anybody's 
fool. Cheshire would ring bells in Cape's mind. Send new 
squads out 
to comb Yorkshire, Kent and Devon. Directions and counties 
at odds 
with the red-herring. 


Meanwhile.. . 


He'd be snug as a bugger in his rug somewhere central. 
Somewhere 
cool, remote from the rackets and those who plied dirty 
waters. A 
small village, a medium-sized town. Anywhere his money 
could buy 
comforts and all the trimmings he had come to envy. 


Meanwhile ... His mates were waiting. Other 
expendable pieces 
on his board of life. 


Sid Martin glared at the clock. 'He's bleedin’ late.’ 
Jimmy Ingram snorted and licked his ice-cream cone. 


Arthur Cochrane shuffled his feet and watched an Italian 
try to pick 
up a Nigerian girl. The station saw everything in every 
twenty-four 
hours. 


Dick Greer picked his nose. 'l've never been to Hastings.+ 


Timmy Warren sulked and refused to communicate. He 
hated the 
sea although he hadn't dared tell his mates. He was 
scared shitless of 
water. But a bloke kept those kind of childish fears to 
himself. 


Paul and Fred stood apart from their mates. Fred had a 
copy of 
Sporting Life and a few nags marked. Paul's remark, They 
haven't a 


hope in hell, } didn't go down well. Fred liked to think of 
his selections 
as sure-fire winners. Until they finished next to last. 


Alan Lewis kept watch, eyes glued to the station 
entrance. He 
believed in Joe. Suddenly, he shouted: 'He's here!' and 
went to meet his 
leader. 


‘Hi, Alan. I'm late,’ Joe admitted. 
'We weren't worried, Alan said. 
‘| was,' Sid stated. 'Where've you been? 


Joe sussed anxiety and more. 'Over here, Sid, 1 he said. 
To the 
others he remarked: 'Wait, Til get the tickets. It's my 
treat.' Guiding 


Sid towards the ticket office, Joe asked, 'What's eatin 
you?’ 


‘Don't kid me, Joe, | Know what you've been doing! 


‘Say it out loud,' Joe advised Sid, getting into a ticket 
queue. 


‘Aileen Bryce,' Sid said as if the name alone gave Joe's 
game away. 


‘What's she got to do with anything?’ 


Sid began to have doubts which showed across his face. 
‘Didn't you 
arrange to go back to her pad?’ 

‘No Weedin' chance, mate. Whatever gave you the 
idea?' Joe 
surreptitiously removed forty quid from his trouser pocket 
and clutched 
it tightly. 


‘| heard her talkin' to Mrs Tyler this morning ‘fore | left the 
street.’ 


‘And?' Joe's interest heightened. Mrs Tyler kept a 
watchful eye on 
him. And Madge Dunn. 


‘Tyler said Madge wasn’t happy hayin' you.t 


‘Look,’ Joe interrupted. ‘Try and remember every word, it's 
important.’ 


Sid frowned and wrinkled his forehead in concentration. He 
had 
difficulty in thinking. He hated stations and all the pushing, 
babbling 
people crowding round him. 'Mrs Tyler said Madge had told 
her about 
you. That you'd been misbehavin' and she wanted her place 
to herself 


for Bert comin' home.+ 
‘So how did Aileen get into your noodle? Joe asked. 


‘She said if you were homeless she'd have to take you 
back. ' 


'Nice of her,' Joe said acidly. He'd been into Aileen's bed 
once 
since going to Madge's and the experience still left him 
freezing. It 
hadn't been the same. Far from pleasurable he'd been used 
and left 
waiting on passion's doorstep. 


'That's not all,' Sid said. 


'Go on.' Joe fumbled another twenty into his hand. He 
didn't know 
how much the fare was but with British Rail it was sure to 
be steep. He 
was sorry he'd been so impulsive and outspoken. 


‘Mrs Tyler said there was somethin’ wrong with Madge. She 
told 
Aileen she wanted to call the doctor.' 


‘When?’ Joe felt his nerves stretch. 


‘This afternoon. She goes to see Doc Wanless... 1 


Joe sent Sid packing. He had one more step to take before 
reaching 
the counter and he didn't want Sid to sniff overspending. 
Waiting for 
the clerk to get the tickets, Joe cursed that inner feeling 
which had 
insisted on him making a grandstand play. Events were 
closing tight 
round his neck. By rights, he should have skipped this 
morning. 

Bloody robbers!' Joe said aloud when he got his change. 
The clerk 
laughed silently into his face, safe from a punch behind 
thick glass. 


Sid and the rest saw Joe's anger. ‘Ain't we goin'?' Sid asked 
Joe held the tickets aloft. 'Yeah!' 
Alan smiled peace. 'He doesn't let his mates down. ' 


Joe relented. Fuck British Rail. Give 'em a rocket, 
Stephenson. 
They'd vandalise a coach. That'd serve the bastards right! 


Lottie Watson gave the porter a tip and closed the door 
behind him. 
She sank into a chair and took a long look at her reflection 
ina 
full-length mirror on the built-in wardrobe door. There wasn't 


anything 

wrong with her appearance. In fact, she hadn't seen herself 
looking so 

good in years. Perhaps it could be attributed to her new 
dress, or to the 

jaunty little hat with its floral soray. Maybe the handbag 
over her 

shoulder, the expensive skin bag she'd bought as a present 
to celebrate 

her freedom. 


'The former Mrs Watson,' she said aloud. 'Cheers, Lottie 
Newman!’ 


She got to her feet, went to the window. Green, lush 
countryside 
rolled into the distance. Trees bent slightly in a cooling 
breeze and 
birds swung above the land like messengers of some alien 
god. Puffy 
clouds floated in an azure sky where a jet-trail broke up 
higher into 
heaven's thin atmosphere. Immediately beneath her 
window a kitchen 
garden basked in vegetable tranquillity. 


She opened one of her suitcases and removed a bottle of 
Sparkling 
white wine. She popped the cork, poured some into a water 
glass 
provided by the hotel. She raised her glass, toasted her 
image. 


Her room suited her mood. The bed looked comfortable, 
soft. The 
carpet thick, sound-deafening. The fittings had a touch of 
class, the 
curtains in good taste. She did a twirl, sank to the bed and 


kicked her 
shoes off. She gazed at the ceiling .. 


Suddenly, she jumped to her feet! 


Her face contorted in fear. She looked about her wildly, 
half 
expecting to hear voices. Men's voices. Crude sayings 
coming from 
ugly lips. Hands starting to reach for her clothes. 


‘God, not here!' she whimpered. 


She spotted the wine bottle, ran towards it. She tilted the 
bottle and 
let the liquid race down her throat, then she set the bottle 
ona side 
table and breathed deeply. The fears faded. She went to the 
window, 
soaked in reality. 


Where was Joe, her son? The police did not know. No one 
knew. 
Victor did not care. 


Victor. .. 


She bore him no malice. He had been a good husband for 
many 
years! He had treated her like a queen until Joe started 
acting up. She 
had committed the greatest blunder of motherhood by not 
allowing 
Victor the right to chastise Joe, her child. He had pleaded for 
a free 
hand, a tight rein. She had denied him, and consequently 
spoiled the 
one she sought so desperately to protect. 


Poor Victor! Poor Joe! Both ruined by her inability to 
foresee the 


future. 


Frightened passengers fled from the carriage the moment 
the train 
came to a halt. Joe's mates whooped and scattered. For Joe 
the feeling 
of power tasted sweet. He could not forget those scared, 
timid eyes 
averting as he and the others ripped seats, tore fittings from 
the walls 
and used anything to hand as they smashed each and every 
light bulb. 
British Rail would remember the day, the date. He had 
scribbled both 
in felt-tipped challenge. In arrogance. Right to his name. 


He handed in the tickets and brazenly shouted to the 
collector - 'I'm 
Joe Watson!’ 


Hisname... 


He had a list of other names in his, pocket. Names he 
could use. 
He still didn't know why he'd collected them. There hadn't 
been the 
germ of an idea then. He had always been interested in 
people's 
backgrounds. Curiosity, perhaps. Or something buried in his 
deepest 
subconscious which looked after its owner. A trigger 
mechanism 
awaiting need's cry to explode. And need had called, aloud. 


Joseph Watson, alias Joseph Bradshaw, alias Joseph 
Stanley, alias J. 
J. Stewart, alias Noel Coles, etcetera, etcetera. All legitimate 
names 
and, more importantly, all families with good, decent 


backgrounds. 

Respectable sods whose only black mark came from having 
a phobia for 

porn. 


A weak sun shone over Hastings. Joe stood by a rail and 
watched 
the sea wash those shores upon which the Normans had set 
foot. He 
wondered if the coastline had altered much since William 
claimed his 
new kingdom. He didn't recall a lot of history. He hadn't 
been over 
keen and, anyway, when he reached the age of ten he 
started skipping 
more classes than he attended. Telly had provided his basic 
knowledge. 
There'd been this programme. A documentary. He'd enjoyed 
the 
violence. Those Norman bastards had been experts at 
dishing out 
terror. 


‘Bleedin' nobody about,’ Jimmy said. 
Alan had patience. 'They'll be here. Joe said so!t 


‘They'd better arrive before the last train back,t a 
thoughtful Arthur 
remarked. 

‘We could put the frighteners on the yokels, 2 Sid grinned. 


‘And have the bleedin' law reachin' for our collars?’ Jimmy 
asked. 


‘Wot law?' Dick asked. 
‘There!’ Paul pointed. 


Fred stared at the policeman and leered. 'He isn't waitin’ 
for us, he's 
after the bird.’ 


Joe nodded and moved along the front in the direction of 
St 
Leonards. He soaked in the scenery. The old town beckoned 
but he 
kept going away from it. Somehow,, he sensed that they 
Should fight in 
the open. Maybe that's what William the Norman had done. 
Maybe 
being trapped in narrow streets had been Harold's downfall. 


The roar of a single motorcycle made them all tense. They 
waited 
watching every street for a first sign ... 


The bike came into view. The rider wore gear but it had 
come from 
police stores. He sat upright, kept a true course and slowed 
as he 
neared the Londoners. Sharp, observant eyes flicked over 
the mob. 


‘Bloody pig!' Alan said. 


‘Shut up!' Joe hissed. He turned his back on the copper and 
pretended a fascination for two seagulls fighting over a 
stale crust of 
bread. 


'He's gone!' Arthur said. 


‘Let's find a café,' Joe suggested. 'I paid the train fare, you 
lot can 
treat me to nosh. ' 


Sid Martin sat next to Joe. 'I don't think those bloody bikers 
are 
coming, Joe.’ 


‘The paper said they'd been told -' ,. 


‘Hey, what's that noise?’ Jimmy jumped to his feet, nearly 
knocking 
the waiter down in his rush. 


The noise came from a great distance. A low, growling 
rumble. It 
grew in strength, like thunder rolling across the heavens 
until it swiftly 
arrived overhead. Faces pressed against the windows of the 
café 
watched as the bikes came down to the front and began 
fanning out. 


‘It's them!' 


‘Bleedin' right,’ Joe joined in. His insides roiled, churned 
hate 
through his digestive system. 


‘Come on...' Alan opened the café's door. 


An excited waiter rushed forward, demanding money. Joe 
brushed 
the man aside. 'We haven't touched your, filthy food,' he 
snarled and 
went outdoors. 


Paul grabbed the waiter's shirt-front. .'If you, call the fuzz 
I'll come 
back and break your fuckin’ neck!’ 


Jimmy grabbed a hamburger in a cold bap. He flung a five 
pence 
coin on the floor. 'That's what it's worth,' he shouted and 
bolted. 


‘You were charged too much,' Sid joked as he joined 
Jimmy. Joe 
counted the bikes. Seventeen, and the majority carried 
pillion 


passengers. Over twenty-five of the enemy, almost three to 
one against. 

Joe didn't fancy those odds. Bravado walked hand in glove 
with serious 

injury when it boiled down to a battle between nutty bikers 
and gutsy 

Mods. 


‘When, Joe?' Alan asked. 
‘Not bloody yet,' Joe told them. ‘Let's see if we can recruit.’ 


An hour's walking gained them a single addition to battle 
strength. 
As Sid so aptly remarked when the guy tagged along: 'He's 
bleedin’ 
worse’n making friends with one of 'em!' 


Joe Watson had this thing about survival. He could accept 
bad 
terms if a situation were forced upon him but laying life and 
limb on 
the line of foolhardiness didn't appeal. He wanted to call the 
affair off, 
but how? What did he offer in exchange for a fight? 


Alan spotted the bikers coming along the front. They 
weaved and 
had fun chasing young girls and old people up the 
pavements, off the 
seafront walk. They tore through garden retreats and 
zoomed in and 
out of hotel driveways. They created havoc. 


Joe's courage remained high, his resolve low. 


Sid solved the dilemma. As a biker broke away from his 
main body 
and came dangerously close to Joe's group, Sid brought his 


stiffened 
arm directly across the bloke’s path and... 


Joe sighed. The war started now! 


The bloke splayed brokenly on the road, the bike's wheel 
spinning 
against the kerb. No one sounded a bugle. No warning shots 
came to 
signal the commencement of hostilities. But, as if jerked on 
puppet 
strings, the other bikers roared their engines, formed a solid 
mass and 
bore down on Joe's crowd. There was no escaping that wall 
of sound, 
that fume-spitting defiance. Joe shouted, his words lost 
forever in the 
growling hate of biker anger. He vaulted the seafront rail, 
landed on 
the beach. The crunch of boots scattering stone and sand 
and weed 
somehow got lost in the almighty cacophony from above. 
Plastic 
visored faces loomed large over the railings. Sid and Fred 
and Paul 
and Jimmy scattered, ran. Alan and Arthur and Jimmy 
backed against 
the sea-wall. Dick joined Joe in the open. Their new recruit 
was 
nowhere in sight. 


‘Well, chief?' Dick's voice said the words sarcastically and 
more 
than a little in fear. 


‘Fuck off, mate!’ Joe couldn't think of a better reply. 


The bikers followed, keeping a high profile. Joe had ample 
opportunity to reflect. His battle of Hastings loomed as an 


enormous 
flop. He'd be lucky getting out of it with only the loss of one 
eye. 

‘Over here!' Sid waved frantically, indicating a sewer 
outlets. 


‘It bleedin' smells,’ Alan wailed. 
‘I'd rather stink of shit than bleed to death.' Sid growled. 


Joe bent and peered into the gloom. The hole was large 
and round 
and went into the rock for ages. Rock of ages! he hoped it 
would cleft 
for them! He had to be the leader. He bent lower, doubled. 
He entered 
the foul hole, feeling slime beneath his feet. 


'Varooooom!' Dick shouted. 


‘Crissakes, belt up!' Joe yelled. The sound waves battered 
his ears. 
An eerie sensation the deeper he proceeded along the 
tunnel. 


'Where does it end?' Timmy asked softly. 
‘In some bloody whore's loo!' Arthur joked. 


‘At a bleedin' manhole,' Joe said, hopefully. He was a great 
little 
optimist. His hands were coated with something from 
feeling his way. 
It was too dark now to see anything. 

Sid struck a match. 'Get your boxes ready, mates,' he 
warned. 'As 
one goes out, the next bloke lights up.' 


Joe wished he'd been the originator of that brilliant idea. 
He 
considered Sid with new admiration. The Pee-Pees wouldn't 


lose 

direction when he buggered off. Sid would automatically 
assume 

command again. 


They'd gone a fair distance when the tunnel widened, 
formed a T 
junction. Joe breathed a sigh of relief. Four lighted matches 
showed a 
series of footholds and, flatly solid, a manhole cover. 


'Up and out!' Joe said, beginning his climb. He pushed at 
the 
cover, grunted. 'It weighs a ton!' 


Sid and Arthur clambered up beside Joe, clinging 
precariously to 
uneven stone, getting hands up to help. The lid was 
impossible to 
move and the fetid air robbed them of much-needed energy. 
Sweat 
poured from Joe's face. 


'It's fuckin' stuck!' Arthur's words were hardly out of his 
mouth 
when the cover moved ever so slightly. 


'Heave!' Joe yelled. His elbow ached. His fingers going 
numb as 
they bent under the pressure. 


Sid called: 'Lemme stand on your bloody shoulder, Dick.’ 


Dick extinguished his match, got under Sid. 'Okay, I'll 
guide you. ' 


Once Sid could apply his full strength, the cover started to 
shift. Joe 
saw daylight form an arc, then a half-circle and, finally, the 
sky became 
a man-sized hole above his head. 


‘You first, Joe ...' Sid's voice suggested a worry. 


Joe inched upwards. His head came through the hole, then 
his 
shoulders. He twisted his neck, eyes darting. He laughed, 
called down: 
‘Two guesses where we are!’ 


Sid said: 'The High Street or whatever they named it.' 
Dick shouted up from the tunnel: 'The sewerage plant.’ 


Joe saved them from prolonged conjecture. 'We're ina 
bleedin’ 
yard. A courtyard, with bloody coppers' cark on every side!’ 


One by one the bedraggled gang came from the manhole. 
One by 
one they saw the joke and laughed. Their clothing exuded 
the stench of 
a sewer, their faces, hands and hair covered in green slime. 
Joe 
shrugged, accepting fate's cruel twist. Although there 
wasn't a copper 
in sight he had this feeling crawling up his spine ... 


The sergeant and, eventually, inspector were decent 
blokes. Not 
like some fuzz the gang had encountered. Apparently British 
Rail had 
been tardy and news of train vandalism hadn't yet reached 
the ears at 
this station. 


Joe did the speaking for his mates. He didn't say they were 
in 
Hastings for a punch-up. No, they'd come like so many 
other 


day-trippers for a bit of sand, sun and sea. Now they were in 
the shit! 


‘Nice one, lad,’ the inspector grinned. 'I like that! Not a lot, 
but | 
like it.’ 

Then Joe continued. He told a hair-raising story of crazy 
bikers 
going for them, far too many to confront. Not that his mates 
would 
fight. Not them! 


The inspector considered his story. Proof was lacking one 
way or 
the other. He couldn't charge them for running. And, he 
grinned 
sadistically, they would have cause to remember this day. 
They were 
stinking out his station. 


‘On your bikes, lads.’ 


‘Nice one,' Joe said, making a fast exit, 'I like that - not a 
lot!" 


Sid felt sick. 'This bleedin' stench! 


Joe growled, 'Dry up - we all smell.' He turned into a side 
street. 
‘Anybody know where the railway station is?’ 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


A SHIP on the horizon attracted Lottie's attention. She 
parked her 
scooter and sat gazing across the calm expanse of water. 


She felt remarkably easy. In a way she was enjoying her 
freedom. 
Some pangs of anguish jerked at her heart-strings but, on 
the whole, 
she had come to accept her lot. Buying the scooter had 
seemed a good 
idea. Now, she knew she'd been right. It gave her choice 
on days when 
the weather permitted travel. She could go where trains 
didn't, where 
coaches only visited at odd hours or for excursions only. 
She could 
roam country lanes as morning's first awakenings 
heralded another 
bright beginning. Or watch the sun set over mountains 
and sea. She 
liked the hotel where she was staying, but she wanted to 
get out and 
about. To meet people. To avoid places where men 
congregated and 
where... 


Stop it! she told herself. Don't think about men and. . . 


She fixed the ship with desperate gaze. She imagined the 
foreign 
ports it would visit, had visited. And the fear subsided. ' 


She looked 

along the coastline, saw the. chimney tops of a town. She 
got her 

make-up out and applied lipstick. Although she didn't wish 
to attract 

men she wanted to look better than the average local 
woman. 


Entering the town she heard them. Saw them. She nearly 
went out 
of control. Frantically soeeding, she swung her scooter off 
the main 
road and found, a narrow, short street leading to a square. 
She entered 
The square and quickly parked outside a tiny, spotless 
restaurant. 


Her heart pounded like surf on shingle. Bikers! 


A waitress looked strangely at her, asked, 'Are you feeling 
poorly?’ 

Lottie forced a smile, removed her helmet. 'I'm shaken, 
that's all.’. 
She accepted a seat by the window and picked up the 
menu. 


‘I'm afraid all we have left is cheese on toast.' 


‘That's okay. And tea.' Lottie ordered., She leaned 
forward and 
lifted a newspaper from the chair opposite. 'Mind'?' she 
asked. 


‘Not at all;': The waitress vanished through a curtained 
door. 


. Lottie read the headlines: FOUR HOSPITALISED IN 
PUNCH UP. 
Then she read the story: 


‘Police reinforcements were drafted into Hastings 
yesterday to 
quell a near riot outside the railway station. The trouble 
began 
when motorcyclists chased a group of young Londoners 
and 
cornered them near...’ 


Lottie felt cold. An inner coldness. She could hardly read 
the 
printed words. Her eyes kept missing lines, skipping 
descriptions. But 
she did see 


‘teenager Joseph Watson was treated for a broken nose 
and other 
injuries. Police ask that anyone knowing his whereabouts 
should 
contact them. The address Watson gave proved to be false. 
It is 
suspected he may be wanted for questioning by the 
Metropolitan 
Police Force. ' 


Lottie gasped, got to her feet. The waitress came forward. 
Lottie 
handed the woman a pound note. 'I'm sorry, I’ve got to go!’ 


The waitress stared in amazement as Lottie ran to her 
scooter and 
started the engine... 


‘Yes, that’s Joe.' Lottie told the policeman. She felt ill. It 
hadn't 
been an enjoyable interview. She had learned the truth; her 


Joe wasn't 

like the child of her flesh; he was Joe Hawkins' bastard! Joe 
Hawkins' 

offspring! Joe Hawkins reincarnated! 


"And you haven't any idea where he’d go?' the policeman 
asked. 


'I haven't heard hide nor hair of him since he ran away,’ 
Lottie 
confessed. 


‘If we get word .. .' 


Lottie brushed the standard reply aside. ‘You won't. They 
never do 
until it's too late!’ She slowly gathered her bag, helmet and 
gloves and 
left the station. 


The sun had set, the night clouds thickening. Earth's 
nightly 
blanket was coming up over this side of the world. Time for 
bed - and 
nightmares. 


Lottie rode out of Hastings, more lonely than she'd ever 
been. She 
had lost husband and son now. Lost forever! Damn Joe! 
Damn both 
the Joes in her life! 


